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INTRODUCTION. 




He Bibliographers — earlier and later — have with less 



X or more completeness and less or more accuracy, re- 
corded the title -pages of the various books of * Robert Tofte 
Gentleman but no one has so much as tried apparently to 
recover aught about himself. Even JOSEPH HUNTER'S vast 
(literary) Waste-paper Basket, yclept 'Chorus Vatum/ yields 
not a single syllable on him — indeed, strange to say, dees 
not even register his name in any one of its numerous lists 
of names. An additional vexation in pursuing my researches 
has been the (relatively) abundant notices in all kinds of topo- 
graphical and genealogical authorities of unremarkable Tufts 
and Tofts, and especially of the notorious impostor, the 
' Rabbit-Breeder' Mary Tofts. Over and over I would hap 
on the name and expect light ; but lo ! it was invariably 
some unsought-for Tuft or Toft or the inevitable Mary 



By my usual good fortune, I have got at the personality 
of our Worthy ; but alas ! little more. As is so frequently 
the case, a Parish-Register of his death, is the first guiding 
itetn, as thus : — 



This entry — which was furnished me by my always-helpful 
friend Colonel Chester of London — suggested search for 
his Will ; and to my great joy it was almost immediately 
discovered for me by the same good friend. I have the 
satisfaction to print it for the first time, and literatim, as 
follows (slight punctuation only added) : 

In the name of God amen Anno dominj one thowsand six hundred and 
Eighteene and of March the thirtieth. As man ys mortall, so is his fleshe cor- 
rupt, and as Deathe is most sure soe is the hower thereof most vncertayne. 



Tofts I 



Buried at S* Andrew's Holbom 
i6i{ Jan. 24 Robert Tofte, Gent, out of Widow 
Goodal's house near Barnard's Inn. 
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Introduction. 



Nothing is here in tliis worlde but \yhat is transitorie ; onlie the Soule yf yt doth 
well enioyeth Immortal i tie. To prevent therfore the sommons of sodayne 
Deathe, mans state be3mg so tickle, his life so Bckle and his End so doubtfull, I 
nowe purpose by gods grace to dispose of that litle wealthe which god hath 
blest me withall, before any suche chaunce should happen, that making an end 
with this worlde I may live in that other to come which hathc no end for ever : 
Least deferring it from dayc to daye I be ourtakcn of the suddayne with deadlie 
sicknes and then allthoughe I be willing yet cannot I doe what fayne I desire 
and would. And therfore I ordayne and make this my last will and Testament 
as foloweth Revoking and Disalowing all other Willes whatsoever : ffirst I Robert 
Toft of Ix)ndon gent beyng well in bodic and sound in mynde (thanckes vnto 
the highest for the same) bequeath my soule vnto my Savyoure Jesus Xriste and 
my bodie to be buried where I shall appoynte, affirming my ffailhe and belcife 
to be suche as is the auncient Catholicke and Apostolicke faith and Creede and 
suche as the holie fathere, Patriarkcs Prophettes Apostles and Martins did pro- 
fefse, I knowing and acknowledging my selfe to be a most vile and wretched 
Synner and that thoroughe synne I haue deserved eucrlasting deathe. But by 
the grace and mercy from aboue hope to enioye etcarnall lite, not bcleving nor 
once ymmagining to be saved by any Decde or meritt of myne owne (for alas 
good is none nor godlilie can any one doe of hym sclfe but onlie by the pafsion 
and precious bloud of oure only Savyoure Jesus Xriste Whoe cam into the 
worlde to save Repentant Synners, of which nomber I acknowledge my selfe to 
be one : And therfore vndoubtcdlie perswadc my selfe I shalbe saved by his 
Deathe and that I was borne and predestinated (as beyng his chosen childe) 
vnto Salvation, and the contrary to this neither the fleshe the worlde nor the 
Divell hym selfe shalbe able to perswade me, suche and so stronge is my sound 
faithe in this poynte not vnlyke an vnpregnable rocke which is never to be 
removed come what tempest storme surge waves or Seas whatsoeacr : As for 
that smale estate which god hath bestowed vppon me, as yt came from my 
freindes so will I bestowe yt where I haue found most truest freindshipp. I 
houlding yt a matter of conscience not to bequeathe yt vnto my necrest kyndred 
and some other of myne acquayntannce rather then vppon strangers or on some 
of my kynnesfolkes whose vndeserved vnkyndenes and ingratitude towardes me 
hath cstrannged my harte from them : fhrst therfore I giue and bequeathe vnto 
my young Cosin Thomas Vrrie the sonne of Thomas Vrrie of Thorlie Courte in 
the Isle of Wighte gentleman ffyve hundred markes of lawfull english money, 
which my Executor hereafter named shall paye vnto hym beyng of the age of 
Twentie one yeres : But yf yt fortune that my Cosin M*ris Jane Vrrie the foresaid 
Childes mother shall survive her husband Then my will is that she her selfe shall 
haue the benefitt therof vntill her childe shall come to full yeres, and then to repaye 
backe agayne the sayed somme of fy vc hundred markes vnto hym : And yf the 
foresayed childe should happen to dye before that tyme (which god forbid) Then 
my Will is that theise fyve hundred markes shall goe and be vnto my foresayed 
Cosin his Mother for euer. Item I giue and bequeathe vnto my foresayed young 
Cosin Thom*s Vrrie the yonnger, one ffcatherbed one Bolster one Downe pillowc 
and a Tapistrie Coverlet : All w** are nowe in the house and Custodie of Robert 
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LamboTDc fihnncr of Trioilie Barton by Winton. Item 1 giuc tuto my foresayed 
youiig Cosin Thomas Vrrie one Brtson and Ewer of filter nnd guillc with my 
Coaic or Amies thcrvppon bej'ng abowte the valcwc of twentlc pouodes t And 
yfiny Codn Jane his mother survive hym r Then she to dispose thereof a* sbe 
$hiLU please* Ttem I giv\t and betjueathe vnto my good Aunte M", Elizabeth 
Dayc widowe twenlie poundes : And to her Daughter my foresayed Cosin Jane 
Vrtie, a costing bottle of silver and guilte mid a fyne pillow beere wroiighte oner 
^fith fyne blacke silke and twentie pouades in mqney. Item 1 giue and bequeathe 
vnto my Cosin Mary Daye the no we widowe of Beniamyn Dj.ye Deceased 
Twentie po^ndes ; And to my twoe Covins her Childreo twentie shUbtigs a 
ptece And to my Cosin M" Margaret Bnrrishe her sister a Ryflg of twentie 
shillings, prttying her to accept of yt in good parte and not to tike exceptions 
herein^ considering the meane estate of her Sister Marye in Respecle of her 
owne ; Item I giue vnto my Cosin Margaret Daye wife vnto mj Coain Geoige 
Daye of West ctraylon in the Countte of Middlesex gent a little sweetcbagg 
of Cryinion Tdlfata and an umbrello of perfumed leather with a g^juld fryndgc 
tbowie yt which I b rough te out of Italic r Item I giue vnto my litle Cosin 
John Daye the sonne of my foresayed Cosjn George Daye of West drayton 
twoc hundred poundes in moneyg one flTeatherbod one Bolster a Downe pil- 
lowe a blanket and a duhle Coverlett of Arras with the Bedstead Curtaines 
and vallances l)clonging to the same : All Vihich stufTe is in my Chaumber 
M'* Goodhali's house in Hoi borne. Item 1 giue vnto Robert Lambome 
mer of Trinitie Barton ffarme by Winton Twentie poundes in money And to 
fislam Locl:e Taylor nowe Dwelling at S* Crofses by Winton Tweotie Nobles, 
tcm I giue vnto Mary VrT>'c the daughter of William Vrry of Hill place by 
Thorlie in the Isle of Wight tenne poundcs of money t And to Stephen fframp- 
ton of ^Vhipptngham in the same Hand yeoman, the somme of fyve poundes. 
tern I g»ue and beqtieathe rnto Dorothte Popley the daughter of Captaine 
OliTer Popley Dcceasetl, the somme of one him cl red poundes of lawfull Engllshe 
money to be payed to her either at the Daye of her marriage or when she shalbe 
'twentie one yeres old : Provided that the saied btmdred poundrs be put out to 
iiiaynetayne her till she be tnarryed and that she will fullic cast not her selfe 
awaye in marriage bul have the good \S\l\. of my Eiecutor hereafler named abowte 
her choice. Item I giuc and bequeathe vnto the aforesayed Dorothie Popley all 
suche of my plate as shall haue theise twoe Letters D : and P : vppon the same 
and h.^lfc of all my Lyiincn whatsoeuer : And the other halfe of my Lynncn, 
1 giue and bcf^ueathe vnto my goddaughter Rebecca Hancock and fyve poundes 
in money. And so likewise 1 giue unto Hester Hancock her Sister fyve poundes 
ore, I say ffyve poundes. Item I giue unto ihe righte worshippfull 5*"^ Anthony 
con my kynncsman and no we Recorder of London, a gould Ryng with a turkey 
Hone therein, Dcsyring hyra to weire yt for my sake. And to my Cosin Anna- 
Wla Benn his Daughter a Utlc ifrenche Chayne or Bracelett of gould* Item I 
giue and bequeathe vnto the righte vertuous the Ladie Jane Benn, To myne old 
Co^in M"* Elizabeth Benn widowe. To my Cosin Mary Benn and to her twoe 
titters all fyve In number^ to cache of them a gould Ryng eoamilcd of an Anngell 
pricci with this poaie engraven : Donum Moricntis Amicj. Item I will and 
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iB^CDKC I wuL zdiic :i2p9r Tooues ^ ^ sne be IxAto wc d oq tlie poore of 
W\tte» JLIirr s ritt sue Tucrsae jmi d ajed throe poundes goodmiui 

«^ ^rvo^ jai ^ ^acfte ^tte^vcc^i « I jkill Am kavv, to be bestowed 
■■niH^iff I^n I «wiy hhmm An becn^ in tbe boose wbere 

I $bdIL )upc«B '.^ TTve soilia^ x ^^sece lai ibrtie duUinges to that puishe 
mbmiiai I $5*1 acrtixie ^ ^ErTl^.^ Ijb»c3e I poc azid Ixqacaabe vnto my 
lraK( Com G«cc^ I^re tic c5arr •t Wes<i>aftoQ in Midd. gent wbome I 
wlae J g c c m sg art 9c£c Exscassr ac this acr bst viQ and Testament All 
HQT (MMe» LTi-^frn Oocsrlji Lesscs aoKj p£i:e aad aH what soencr ds is 
v*Qijbir I bi^ >ax:c? ast isbrmealheadieghicntiithis 
Hjr IkfeK wiat ai&i IV^iK; Azd I XTDcroe =iT Casaa M'. Tbomas V nrie of Thorlie 
tltlor srist CN»(Kr. Tttc> ^ is yiij g s I b e q ue ath e the Somme of 

igrNt pcitaftaei. As i?c a?- os^cssl I *rayfar sod are aone^ fet are Aere 
Ml* ^tt^ iMft 3&t 3icarr« ^ bccrae ci theire drahiTirte and nant 

1 Nv^Mtst Mt^MC E^bonfor M ^.* ■VTi.v; a if r rbrrg of them in my name bet 
«kW » w ^(«CT wffTirV'f to px5« aai aoe honest as I doobte not 
Vmil iImA lh<5 w^tV RpiTe KT oscKT hredcCe mto fajm with whose 

¥iM>l<« irtaoe^ txteaAfti I wiil a^'^s a t t wnf ixesajed Exentoz; I 

luilH(i« l\s^ti9a( aa»l ic^^tis^ h>ai t.^ ;ian: aH the foresajed Legaoejs men- 
l¥MK\l M itt ^ wC!! virLox size Moneihes at the furthest 

«j^«Qr<lt«(h(v A$ i't CfiM OoLX'^ mv ffitamus whidi I wi^ 

K«>rt Miikk«( t.^ vjfted:it« the saa^ «terT waine. Am! vithall (I hope) a kynde 
liM^Mi^ WT 11^ K»nt 49a<! ^xxi will t«>wJu^ies hvm, I kaTing divers thiqges an- 
MmtKMiicd k tht» my k$t w*U Y7stv> hrm amocctii^ rnto a good somme of 
o w i ty s, A^) thus vvior «k>ce pravu^ a»d J c siiing hrm to see satis6ed and 
|^i^>c«WNl Ihcbc tS^rayrsi Lc^:aceTs br me bcqoethed after my deathe and 
W«t<v^Ui^|^d ^^fMpYt'mcaslax^saecQ«TODeinthUworld, Icommittmy- 
M^l^ whv>lUr K> hia Divide pcottv.-ttoa aai pow^rr : And so I end this my last will 
tV«t«imnit the vlay^aad YmaK^oe wtincn. I hating set my hand and seale 
Ihm^iiU^ im lh« (xttciKt^ of thet$e two witae^ses whose n a mes are Tp dcmii ttiMi« 
K\^Nr«t 1\mV\ Sciidcd aad subacribed in the prtseace of Jo Haacocke. Thomas 
IVwiMik 

IVUvhiMm <^it tt«tam«ntnm »ipra$«fiptnm apod Loodco coram venertbili viro 
l>Vk\i WiUW^ Htu) mi))t« doctor* Cnrie Prercgatiae Cantnarienls* Ma- 

ISiktiM i'uMxxKr tiu^ l\>mnutVaru> Icginme constitnto Tertio die menfs Januarij 
Auno IVmuni iuxta cui^m et computacVcm Ecdie AngKcane Millesimo sex- 
fr^ntUim^t IHi^imv^ Nono Juramcnto Georgij Dare Execotoris in eodem Testa- 
Wf nt\> i\onUi\at% l>ii ci^mitVa toit AdministiacV bonoram Jor et Creditomm 
dictt dffiiiicti d« bene ct thklitcr aJniinistrand &c. ad sancta Dd Evangelia Jur. 

There can be no doubt of the identity of our Robert Tofte 
with the Robert Tofte of the burial register entry, and of the 
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Will. With reference to the former, it so happens that he 
dates his Blazon of Jealoufie, (1615) "From my lodging in 
Holborne," while the latter includes among its names the 
Day family as relatives, thus explaining how, among the 
commendatory poems before *Alba,* there is one signed 
' Richard Day,' who was probably a son of William Day, 
Bishop of Winchester ; and so of the Days in the Will, ut 
infra. The incidental mention of one little bequest as 
brought from Italy likewise tallies with his coming and 
going thither, and the dating of his several poems from the 
chief cities of Italy, e.g.y Roma, Venice, Florence (Fiorenza), 
Pisa, Mantoa (Mantua), Padoa, (Padua), Napoli, Sienna, 
Pesaro. 

Of the names that occur in tlie Will, I have only been able 
to ascertain these slight data — Thomas Urrey (sometimes 
Urry or Urrie) of Gatcombe, Isle of Wight (son of David 
Urrey of Thorley, Isle of Wight) married as his second wife 
Jane, daughter of Thomas Day of Drayton, in the County 
of Sussex * — according to the pedigree in Berry's Hants, not 
West Drayton, Middlesex, as in the Will — nephew of 
Bishop Day (there were two brothers, George Day, Bishop 
of Chichester, who died in 1556, and the already-noted 
William Day, Bishop of Winchester, who died in 1596). It 
would tlius appear that our Poet's ' aunt ' Elizabeth Day was 
sister of Thomas Day {ut supra). She occurs in the Bishop 
of Winchester's WilLf 

• The Vicar of Thorle>' (Rev. Abraham Peat, M. A.,) informs me that in his 
Register is the following entry— "Mr. Thomas Urry Gent: died 25** Dec'. 
163 1," and that there is a monumental brass to his memory in the Mortuary 
Chapel of Thorley. 

t The Will of Bishop William Daye is at Somerset House (72 Drake). It is 
dated nth September 1596, confirmed 15th September 1596, proved 2nd 
October 1596. Besides legacies and provision for his wife (no name), and his 
son William, and daughters Elizabeth, Ridley, Suzanna, Rachell, he leaves to 
his son Richard (Tofle's commendator and friend) "all his books, save such 
English books as his son William shall choose," and the residue of his estate 
between his sons " William and Richard." 
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Sir Anthony Benn, Recorder of Kingston on Thames 
and subsequently Recorder of London, was a somewhat not- 
able personage in his day. He died 29th September 16 18, in 
his fiftieth year, and was buried on the 30th at Kingston. A 
monument was there erected by his widow 'Lady Jane* but 
who she was does not appear. Their daughter Ammabell was 
baptized at Kingston 3rd September 1607. She became the 
wife of Francis (Fane) Earl of Westmoreland. " My old 
cousin Mrs. Elizabeth Benn widow " was no doubt the "Mrs. 
Elizabeth Benne widow " who was buried at Kingston 2° 
August 162 1. The Will of Sir Anthony Benn gives no clue 
to his connection wth Tofte.* 

It is but a dim glimpse these slender new facts afford us. 
May they lead to more from fellow-inquirers ! 

Equally shadowy is our information on what must have 
been — if his poems are to be credited — a main factor in 
the life of ' Robert Tofte Gentleman/ to wit, his fruitless 
love and ' wooing * of that fair lady to whom in his surrep- 
titiously published first volume he gave the name of • Laura/ 
and in his self-published one in the same strain, • Alba,' and 
in both furnished her real name, married or maiden, as thus 
in ' Laura * (2nd Part, xxxiii) : 

«« *gain(l all fcnfc makes mee of Care and II, 
More than of good and ComfoRT to hare will," 

and so in 'Alba * (p. 70, st. 4) : 

*• Then condant Cark, not Comfort I do crauc. 
And (might I chufe) I Care with L. would haue.'' 

Super-added to tliis — as in his Bibliographical Catalogue 
recorded by Mr. J. Payne Collier — is an apparent localiza- 

♦ His Will is also at wSomersct House (97 Meade). It is dated 26th April 
1618, and was proved 28th October i6i8. To his >\*ife and mother he leaves 
''lands, goods, and monies,'* and to his son Charles, eyentually, "all his 
lands,'* &c. To his daughter Amabell — remembered by Tofte — he leaves 
3,000/. at age of seventeen, " and to be guided by her mother in bestowing her- 
self in marriage.** In the event of the death of the aforesaid Charles, she was 
also to inherit the estates, &c. 
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Xxon of this *Cariir or 'Caryll* in Warrmgton, Lancashire 
(p. 4S, St 3) : 

"War in that towne, Lovi Lord lik*, keepelh 
Yet flie (ore h^m) triumphs with chaflcil will,'* 

Three of our best Lancashire antiquaries, after pains- 
taking enquiries and consultation of their full 'Notes* for 
me, can trace no Careill, Carill or Caryll in either Warring- 
ton or Lancashire, The only CaryH of about this period 
whom we can in any way associate with the part of Lanca- 
shire in which Warring^ton is situated, is Mary Caiyll, 
daughter and coheiress of Sir Thomas Cary^II, Knt, of 
Ben tone, in the county of Sussex, She married Sir Richard 
Molyneux of Sefton, near Liverpool, afterwards Viscount 
Molyneux, and was mother of Richard, second Viscount, 
killed in the battle of Worcester, 1651, and of Carj'll, third 
Viscount Molyncux, There is the otlier difficulty, that while 
certainly ' Warre in that mvn* does seem to point out War- 
rington, the Poet himself can never have been there or 
known the district, seeing that he makes the * Mersey' fall 
into the 'Trent* — as noticed in our Notes and Illustrations 
on the place (p. 13, Answer, 11, 2, 4).* As also noted therein, 
the lady must have been a * young widow ' with a postliu- 
mously bom child (p. 24, st l). It seems clear that she re- 
fused her ecstatic lover until the bitter end, and that he died 
a bachelor, having not loved wisely but too well. The im- 
pression left on one is that the Lady held herself for higher 
than her wooer ; but ' played ' with him after a womanishly 
capricious not to say cruel sort, I suspect ' Robert Toftc 
Gentleman' was— if the vulgarism be allowable — spoony. 
More self-respecting manhood and less sentimental lack-a- 

* One mijght imagine the name Mersey to have slipped in by mistake for 
•De¥oii,'a river whkh reallf docs flow mto the Trent, and nesir which I. M, must 
have liveJ. Since the * Mersey * occurs in each of the two nejtt p^cs^ and 
miiil have been habitually %n Tofte*s mind, H is at least piasible that it was here 
inadvertently wtiileu. He designates bis ' Alba*s' home a * Northwest Village.* 
(p. 28^ St ^,) 
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daisiral whining had perchance socceeded better. But more 
on this onward, in the light of another poem \sf Tofte. 

I woold now notice the title-pages of Toftc's successive 
books: 

(tf) Laura, 1597 — see it liUratim on page xxvi, onward 
of this Introduction, (sm. i2nio.) 

{p) Alba, 159S — see it HUratim on page I of our pre- 
sent reproduction, (sm. i2mo.) 

{c) Orlando inamorata The three firft Bookes of that 
famous Noble Gentleman and learned Poet, Mathew 
Maria Boiardo Earle of Scandiano in Lombardie.* . 
Done into Englifti Heroicall verfe. By R. T. 
Gentleman. Parendo impero Imperando perea 
Printed at London by Valentine Sims, dwelling on - 
Adling hil at the figne of the white Swanne. 1598. 
(sm. 4to.) 

{d) Of Mariage and Wiuixg. An Excellent, pleaf- 
ant, and Philofophical Controverfie, betweene the 
two famous Tafli now lining, the one Hercules the 
Philofopher, the other, Torquato the Poet Done 
into Englifh by R. T. Gentleman. London Printed 
by Thomas Creede, a ad are to be fold by lohn 
Smythicke, at his (hop in Fleet ftreete near the 
Temple Gate. 1599. (cr. 8vo.) 

{e) Ariostos S.\TYRES in feuen famous Difcourfes^ 
(hewing the State, i. Of the Court and Courtiers. 
2. Of Libertie and the Clergie in generalL 3. Of 
the Romaine Clergie. 4. Of Marriage. 5. Of 
Soldiers Mufitians and Lovers. 6. Of School- 
mafters and Scholers. 7. Of Honour and the hap- 
pieft Life. In Englifli by Ger\'is Markham. Lon- 
don Printed by Nicholas Okes for Roger Jackfon. 
1608. (sm. 4to.) 

(/) Honours Academie. On the famovs Paftorall, 
of the Faire Shepheardeffe Ivlietta. A worke ad- 
mirable, and rare, Sententious and graue: and no 
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leffe profitable, then pleafant to pervfe. Imprinted 
at London by Thomas Creede. 1610. (sm. folio.) 
{£) Benedetto Varchi's, The Blason of Iealovsie, 
tranflated into Englifh, with fpecial Notes, by R. T. 
London Printed by T. S. for John Bufbie. 161 5. 
(sm. 4to.) 

Before examining 'Laura* and 'Alba/ it may not be 
deemed superfluous briefly to notice these other books, all 
of which are substantially ' translations ' from Italian. 

'Orlando Inamorato' is singularly unequal; but shews 
familiarity with the language and dexterity of versification. 
Any one who comes across it, might do worse than 'study' it. 
I found myself ever and anon marking a felicitous image, or 
a resonant Drydenic line and even couplet. I limit my- 
self to the opening and close. These as containing personal 
references to 'Alba' and to one of the Poet's other lady 
friends, BROOKE, are of interest. In the 'Argument ' (st 2, 3) 
we have this : 

" Famous Orlando was the Man I meane, 
And faire Angelica that vfde him fo, 
Thefe two muft be the fubie<5l of my Theame, 
If my deare Alba fo mach fauor (how, 
Who in her hate to mee is too extreame, 
(Like fea that neuer ebbes, but (till doth flow) 

My comfort's this, though high my Thoughts be plac% 
If I obtaine not, None (hall, Shee*s fo chafte. 

And thou faire Brooke, whence fprii^ edi fweet Conceit, 

Where Beautie bides in her perfedHon, 

Thy Gracious Afpe^ humblie I entreat, 

(As happy Planet) me to (hine vpon, 

Whiia I in Others, of thy felfe repeat. 

Volumes of Praife, due to thee long ago.*' (p. 2.) 

The ' Conclusion * thus runs : 

" Faire Shadowe of a Subftance pa(fing Faire, 
The Picflure of my Midris Excellence, 
Receiue thefe lines impoli(hed and bare. 
For vnto thee, and none elfe are they meant, 
Daine to accept them what fo ere they are. 
Since for thy fake, few idle houres I fpent : 

C 
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So criflall-like, ftUl deare may ran thy Brooke, 
Worthy, on whom all eyes may gate and looke. 

The time may come (ah that tVoId not be long) 

If ray dread Alba, leaae in cniell wile. 

My harmlefle hean (ne're (lainde for faith) to wrong. 

My Mufe now deaii, againe to life fiiall rife. 

Singing anew, Orlando's lonely fong. 

Through Tcrtoe of thofe Diamond fparkes, her eyes. 

When her and thee. Love's Twins borne of Delight, 
He (Ilerald-Iike) difpby, in Conllours right" 

II Disgraiiato. R. T. G. 

It would seem that Orlando Inamorato preceded Alba 
of the same year (1598), and that Alba was the speedy 
fulfilment of the hope in tlie line above, **The time 
may come (ah, that t'wold not be long).*' Had I not 
better things to give from his other writings, I might have 
been tempted to linger over ' Orlando Inamorato/ It is not 
so uncommon as the rest of his poems. A copy is in the 
British Museum — as indeed there are of all save the real 
rarities of * Laura ' and ' Alba.' 

' Of Mariage and Wiuing ' is extrinsically interesting, as 
shewing how Tofte's whole thoughts ran on the same lines, 
whether he was ' translating ' or poetizing for himself. There 
are * girds ' at woman in the two Tasso tractates that it is 
manifest gave the Translator a spice of pleasure to make 
* speak English,' as thus : 

(Friend) marry when thou pleafe, yet (halt thou find 

Thy wife bad alwaies, and but vfe her ill 

And (he is worfe, but vfe her well and kind 

She is worfer then, and fo continue will : 

Vet is (he good (if (he but once would die) 

But better, if (he packt before thy felfe. 

But beft of all, if (he went fpeedily, 

Leaning behind to thee her hoorded wealth. 



What fo he be that takes a wife t 

Is sure to take griefe, forrow, paine and (Irife. 

What fo he be that wants a wife, 

Is fure to want griefe, forrow, paine and (trife. 
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Man*s bodie, goods, his foule and (Irength, 

His fighty his voice and all, 
Wife dedroies, confames, kills, foyles, 

Blindes, mars, and makes him thrall. 



To cogge and lie, to whine and crie, 
To prate and neuer blin ; 

To fpln and weaue, (hift and deceaue, 
Thefe women's dowries bin. 



A Woman's Sathan's Firebrand hot, 

A dinging Rofe conapt, a poyfon fweete, 

Readie to do amiife, though Ihee's forbid. 

Prone to all ill, but for what's good, vnmeete. 

Wo vnto thee and doable fmart, 
If to a wife once yoakt thou art. 

Of course the most luscious grapes are sour when the fox 
can't reach them I 

' Ariosto's Satyres* bear on their title-page the venerable 
name of Gervas Markham. Ordinarily one would have 
accepted this as final on the authorship of a given book. 
But Tofte, in his Epistle "To the Courteous Reader" prefixed 
to his translation of Varchi's Blazon of lealousU^' thus re- 
claims the book for his: — "Courteous Reader, I had thought 
for thy better contentment, to haue inferted (at the end of 
this Booke) the difafterous fall of three noble Romane 
Gentlemen, ouerthrowne thorow lEALOUSlE, in their Loues; 
but, the fame was, (with Ariosto'S Satyres tranflated by 
mee out of Italian into Englifli Verfe, and Notes vpon the 
fame) Printed without my confent or knowledge, in another 
man's name : fo that I might iuftly (although not fo worthily) 
conoplaine as Virgil doeth : 

Hos ^o Verficulos feci tulit alter honorcs.** 

All I will say is that Gervas (or Jervis) Markham was a 'fine 
old English gentleman all of the olden time/ and a most 
industrious toiler with a vivid poetical faculty of his own ; 
and I for one will be slow to believe that it was other than 
a Bookseller's trick that placed his popular name on this 
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title-page — never possibly himself. It so chances that I 
have seen no exemplar of the work that contains the story 
of the * difafterous fall * mentioned by Tofte as accompany- 
ing the 'Satyres.' But a * story' kin with them is ap- 
pended — as we shall see — to the Blazon of lealousie. 
There are good bits in these 'seuen famous Difcourses,' 
and the versification is at once facile and faithful, and the 

• Notes • matterfuL 

"Ilonovrs Academic" I tried valiantly to read; but it 
beat me. I found it so far from admirable and rare, fen- 
tentious and grave, and no lefTe profitable than pleasant to 
peruse," that it early proved tedious and ill put together. 
The verse especially is cumbrous and unmusical 

The " Blazon of lealousie" owes nearly its entire quickness 
to-day, to its numerous marginal notes. The original is 
itself thin and poor, save in occasional gleams ; but the 

• Notes * must arrest the most cursory Reader. And yet I 
do not find that our literary authorities know anything 
about them. Even the Bibliographers, e.g,^ Collier and 
Hazlitt, fail to mention them. I have gleaned such as 
belong to contemporary English literature. 

First of all comes the rest of the Epistle "To the Covrteovs 
Reader," with its pleasant praise of Gascoigne and Turbcr- 
ville. As before quoted, he has mentioned his intention to 
have added "the difafterous fall of three noble Romane 
Gentlemen," and its suppression for reason given. He 
tlien proceeds — ** In lieu whereof, I make bold to acquaint 
thee with another like Subiect, of an Englifh Gentleman, 
a quondam deare and neare friend of mine, who was fo 
(Irangely poffeft with this Fiend Iealousie, as (not many 
yeeres fince) through a meere fantastique and conceited 
Sufpicion, after hee had long enioyed the friendlhip of a 
fayre Gentlewomen, he (on tlie fodaine) ftroake her off, and 
vtterly forfooke her, fending her (for her laft Farewell) this 
moft bitter and vnkinde Lettkr following, vpbraiding her 
with many extraordinary Courtcfies done vnto her by him : 
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which flie tooke fo inwardly at the Heart, as it coft her her 
beft life, and hee had (almoft) caft away himfelfe, through 
that rafli and ftrange courfe hee tooke. A Caveat for all 
young Gentlewomen to take heed how they fettle their 
affection on fuch humerous young Youths, as are not well 
ftayed, nor fetled in their mindes, reraembring this faying : 

* Too oft 'tis fccne, that Lovs, in yong men lyes. 
Not (tniely) in their Hearts, but in their Eyes.* 

" As for the Verfe, I muft confeffe tis like the old Venetian 
Hofe, of an auncient fafhion : but thou muft confider, that 
fome (though not many) yeeres are paft and gone, fmce this 
was made : at what time, it was well liked and much fought 
after. But this nice Age, wherein wee now Hue, hath brought 
more neate and terfe Wits, into the World : yet muft not 
old George Gascoigne, and Turberuill, with fuch others, 
be altogether reiected, fmcc they firft broke the Ice for our 
quainter Poets that now write, that they might the more 
fafer fwimme in the mainc Ocean of fwcet Poefie : and there- 
fore, all old things muft not be caft away, bccaufe they may 
now and then, ftand vs in fome ftead. The world is mu- 
table, and ftill changeth, and it hath been often feene, that 
Eue's worne Kirtle, hath made old Adam a new payre of 
Breeches. And thus hoping thou wilt (hew thy felfe to be 
of a right gentle fpaniel's kinde, and not proue a fnarling 
Mungrill Maftiffe, I wifli no worfe vnto thee, then thou doft 
to thy felfe. R. T." 

In the marginal notes (ut suprd) there are memorable 
quotations illustrative of the text Passing from the com- 
mencement onward, these following have struck me as 
specially worthy of preservation and revival. By help of 
willing friends I am enabled to place within brackets [ ] 
nearly all their sources. 

(i.) "Asonesaith: [George Chapman : Hymnus in Cynthiam, 1594.] 

The Minde hath in it felfe a Deitie 
And in the flretchy cucle of the eye 



xviii 



Introduction. 



AU things are compad, all thinjrs prefent (Ull : 

Will fram'd lo power doth make vs what we will. (p. 3.) 

(2.) 

Loue is a Friend, a Foe, a Heauen, a Hell, 

Where Pleafure, Paine, Griefe and Repentance dwell, (p. 3. ) 

(3.) "whereupon an EngliCh Poet, fetting downe the difference betwixt Will 
and Wit, writes : [Sir John Davies, Nosce Teipsum : vol. i, p. 78, F. W. Lby. ed.] 

Will holds the royall Sceptor in the Soule, 

And o*er the PalBons of the Heart doth raigne. 

Wit is the Mind's chiefe ladge, which doth controule 

Of Fancie's Court, the iudgement lalfe and vaine. 

Will puts in pracflife what the Wit deuifeth. 

Will euer a'fls and Wit contemplates dill : 

And as in Wit the power of Wifedome rifcth, 

All other Vertues, Daughters are to Will. (p. 4.) 

(4.) 'Beautie* — "of which fubie<fl the immortal Mufe of our cucr memo- 
rable Spenfer fmgeth thus : \Fairy Queen ; B. v, c. 8, st I.] 
' Nought under heauen,* &c. 

(5.) In note p. 6, again notes his translation of Ariosto 'in another man's 
name.* 

(6.) " Of Care one prettily and briefly writes thus : 

' Men dye, and humane kinde doth paffe away, 
Yet Care, that makes them die, doth euer (lay.* 

And mine old Acquaintance and Friend, Mr. Henry Cunnellable, hauing fet 
downe this Pafiion in her right colours, I could not chufe but acquaint the 
Reader therewith. [Diana, Dec 5. Son. 7 ; this is one of the Sonnets modem 
Editors take from Constable.] 

*Care, the cenfuring canker,' &c. (p. 10.) 
{7.) "The Fiend Jeloufie, a quondam kinde Acquaintance of mine, Afr, 
Thomas Wat/on, payntcth forth very liucly in thefe Verfes : 

* Pale lealoufie childe of infatiate Louc,* &c. (p. II.) 

[This is not Watson's, but is taken from Drayton's Mortimeriados^ 1596, the 
first form of the Barons' Wars.] 

(8.) "Therefore very wittily faith one to this purpofe : 

' Pleafures, like pofting gueils, make but (mall (lay. 
Where Griefes bide long and leaue a fcore to pay.' (p. t6.) 

(9.) "who knoweth not, that 

* Reports, at randome runne, whild Truth they miffe 
And Hear-fay fome to a Lyer counted is.' (p* I9*) 

(10,) "according to the faying of a certaine graue and wife Gentleman : 

* Vntainted Honor (not long life) the treafure is 

Which noble mindes doe hold to be their chiefed bliffe.' (p. 2t.) 
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(II.) '*Ind«ede I am of opixsxii^ duttbeBMftvortbl^ 
moA fnbiecl to this iniecboas Di/eafe of Jeaknfie^ «ls Ur. Gcofge Wither tightfy 
faith : \Abusa Stript mnd H'hi^^ B. i, SaL 7.] 

* There is none lealoos I duil pawne my life 
But bee that hath defilde another s wife.* (p. 22,) 
<I2.) " For there [the heart] is her chiefe maafion boose aooordiiig to the 
opinioo of a Gentleman, an acqnaintancr of mine, who to this cffccl, writtlh 
thus : [ADODjmous in the Pheenix Xest^ IS9J>1 

' A feeming Friend, but Enemie to Reft, 
A wiangling Paffioo, yet a gladforoe thought ; 
A bad Companion, yet a welcome Gheft, 
A Knowledge wilht, yet found too foone mfought ; 
From Heaoen fnppof 'd bat (fuie) fprung fiiii from Hell, 
Is lealouiie, and there (forlome) doth dwell. 
From thence (hee fends fond Feare, and £Ufe fofpe^ 
To haunt our thoughts, bewitched with miftruft. 
Which breeds in vs the Iflue and EfTeifl, 
Both of Conceit and Fi<5Hon moft uniuft : 
The griefe, the (hame, the fmart thereof doth prone 
That lealoufie is Death and Hell to Loue. 
For what but Hell, moues in the iealous Heart 
When reftlefle feare worket out all fugred ioyes. 
Which doth both quench and kill that louing part, 
And cloyes the minde, with worfe then knowne annoyes, 
Whofe pleafure farre exceeds Hells deepe Extreames 
Such life leades Loue, entangled with Mifdeames.* (p. 41.) 
(13.) "The worth of Poets & Poetrie, can neuer be sufficiently commended 
enough, although this Iron age hath nothing more in contempt, which is not the 
finult of Scholers but of those dull Midailes now lining, who make fo fmall account 
of them, and therefore in paffing, well faid hee that wrote this Difticque : [From 
Drayton's Epistle of the Earl of Surrey to the Lady Geraldine.] 
' The man that fcometh Poets, and Art*s Schoole, 
Lackes but a long Coate to be Nature's Foole.' 
Yet in defpight of thefe worfe than nady laylors, that keepe inch ftore of 
wealth in their bard Clofets, and fecret places, far darker than Lymbo it felfe, 
for thofe that defeme it better euery way than themfelues (and all which dung- 
hill muck is nothing but the bafe Excrements of their ftinking Earth) I will fet 
downe here the worke of a Poet (more in value by moft than their Idolatrous 
traih) as that fweet Mufe of his (who not vnworthily beareth the name of the 
cheifeft Archangell) [/.^., Michael Drayton], fingeth after this foule-rauifhing 

' When Heauen w'd ftriue to doe the leail fliee can 
And put an Angell's spirit into a man. 
Then all her powers ihee in that worke doth fpend 
When (hee a Poet to the world doth fend ; 
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The difference onely twixt the God and Vs, 
Allowed by them, is but diftinguifird thus ; 
They give them breath, Men by their Power are borne, 
That life they giue the Poet doth adome : 
And for the world, when they diffolue man's breath. 
They in the world doe giue ^lan life in death.* (p. 48.) 

(14.) "Therefore I wil be bold to defcant vpon it thus : [Chapman's Hero 
and LeandcTy Sest. 3. ] 

* What is not Loue? tis all Verlue and Vice, 
Humble, proud, witty, fooHfli, kinde and nice ; 
A golden bubble, blowne big with idle Dreames, 
That waking breakes, and fils vs with Extreames.* 

Or rather thus : 

* Loue backeward fpeld (put I for O) is Evil, 
Add D before the same and tis the Devil. 
A Devil *tis and mischiefe fuch doth worke 

As neuer yet did Pagan, lew, nor Turke.* (p. 50.) 

(15.) There b a droll story of a jealous swain who killed a stranger, with this 
note. ' I will tell them in their owne natural and mother tongue what our 
Countreyman young Master Wither writes : 

(Whofe pleafmg Satyres ncuer lhall decay 
But florifh greene, like laurell and the Bay. )* 
" In gross saythe hee, and vaine for to vpholde, 
That all reports which Trauellers vnfolde 
Of forraine Lands, are lyes," &c. (p. 57.) 

Besides the delightfully chatty * Notes ' which over-flow 
into almost every margin of every page, there is not a little 
that is noteworthy in the appended poem entitled — " TJie 
Frvits of lealoujie. Contayning the difafterous Chance of 
two Englifh Louers, ouer-throwne through meere Conceit 
of lealoufie: as in the Epiftle afore-going to the Reader, 
you may perceiue more at large." I have a shrewd suspicion 
from the odArealism of incident, circumstance and experience, 
that spite of his guising and disguising words about a 
'quondam acquaintance,' we really have in this singular 
poem the over-true tale of the upshot of Tofte's Loves 
Labour Lost in his wooing of Euphemia Carill, alias Laura 
and Alba. The vehement Epistle thus opens : 

** Since thou (falfe Dame) doft force me write, 
Who doft my Loue reward with fpight : 
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Since thou didft (fird) the knot yntye. 
Where Loue (long knit) twixt vs did lie : 
Since (carelefle) thoa didft (firA) him loofe, 
Whom thou (for euer) Friend didft choofe ; 
Then thinke not much, although I take 
My Penne in hand defence to make^ 
To deare my felfe fix>m euery Crime, 
Committed by fond LightneiTe diine, 
Althoogh thou make me (wrongM) beare 
The WUlcw Garlami which I weane." 

The * Willow Grarland ' is thus worked into each stanza 
or division. I assume that the following lines are meant to 
put the Reader off the scent from Laura or Alba by a 
fictitious lowly parentage. I say 'parentage'; for the word 
* Husband * must either have slipped in inadvertently for 
' father/ or have been used with another meaning than that of 
'spouse.' Had she had a (living) husband she could not 
have been addressed as she is throughout the poem. 

" I then (in prinate) cranM of thee, 
Thy Husband's Trade and Miftoy. 
Thy anfwere was a Milliner, 
That folde fmaU wares, and imal flig^ gecre : 
Vet open (bop not much kept bee. 

But to his Friends folde priuily.** (p- 69.) 

I will now leave further successive representative-quota- 
tioos to speak for themselves : 

I. '* And tbous^ I (land in my defence 

And quit my ielfe through Innocence ; 

Snppofe not yet, this fpeech I make 

That thou ihoiildft pittie on mee take ; 

For I difdayne fo much thy Change, 

(Tboogfa but of late, thou ganne to range) 

That I doe loath to beare from thee 

Much more thy flattering Face to see : 

So much thy dealii^ I deteft. 

That I haue (now) fet Tp my Reft ; 

Although thou thinking me to griene 

The W^illow-garland doft me giue." (pp. 65-6. ) 

a. ** Firft when I view'd thy heauenly Face, 
Thy feemly Stature, gallant Grace, 

D 
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Thy Haire like curled wyre of Gold, 

Thine Eyes like Starres in Winter cold, 

Thy milky Necke, thy comely Nofe, 

Thy Colour, Lilly mixt with Rofc, 

Thy Shoulders (lender, and yet ftrong. 

Thy fupple Hand, and Fingers long, 

Thy ftraigh*. cleane Legge, thy pretty Foote, 

Like to the noble Cedar roote ; 

I thought not once then in my minde 

The Willow Garland for to finde." (p. 67.) 

3. ** The Melancholy vaine then bed 

Did mee content of all the reft ; 

Oft in that Humor walk't I lone, 

Which bred me mirth, yet made me moane ; 

It brought me ioy, yet made me fad. 

It bred me woe, yet made me glad : 

Oh how it did me, mickell good. 

To chew vpon that folemne cud, 

In vncouth places, where did grow 

The palifh Willowes, all a-row : 

Full little tliinking in that ftound 

With Willonv Garland to be crown'd.*' (p. 70.) 

4. ** How oft in filed Profe and Verfe 

Did I thy worth'lelfe praife rehearfe I 

I famous made thee firft of all, 

When countenance thine god knowes was fmall : 

And by fuch toyes as I had pend 

Each one thy perfon did commend. (p. 71.) 

I intercalate that *Toyes' is the sub-title of 'Laura' (1597). 
There follow queer bits on * bankets,' including purchase of 
a gift of a pound of cherries that cost him £l ! He also plays 
on his pet name of ' Robin Red Brest ' — 

5. "So didft thou fweare thou wouldft be fed. 

With Birds, fuch as, whofe brefts be Rcd\ 
In fecret thou to me didft tell, 
They *greed with thee in ftomacke well : 
Thou faidft, their fleOi was tender, white. 
And in digeftion they were light, 
That thou didft like and loue them beft. 
And didft preferre them, 'fore the reft, 
Thou faidft that thee no Fowle did pleafe. 
Nor Princely Difli, fo well as thefe : 
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And wUht that they might neuer feed 

On ff7//<{w-(7<ir/<wf<f J bitter feed. (p. 74-) 

6. '* Yet th* appetite fo bad now b 

As thou muft take another Di(h ; 

Too long thoa haft on Robbins fed. 

Now loathfome are thofe Birds fo Rkd : 

A Pig forfooth, now eat thou muft 

Els loft will be thy wanton lult, 

Indeed, meat fit for fuch as thou, 

Thou feedft on thine owne kinde as now ; 

On fuch like (lufie (Ull mayd thou feede 

That (till doft wauer as a Reede, 

And mak*(t me weare with griefe of minde, 

The WilUruhgarland moft vnkinde." (p. 75. ) 

He will go on the 'Indian Voyage to the Golden Country' 
— visions of which Raleigh had flashed before Englishmen. 

7. " My Country England, fare thou well, 

And louely F. where I did dwell : 

Deare Mother, I you bid Adiew, 

Full little thinke you what De doe, 

Full little thinke you what your Sonne, 

Through youthful! Folly now hath done : 

My fifters fwect, my Brethren all, 

I wifli you well, fayre yee befall : 

My Friends and Quaintance euery one, 

Adieu to yon, I muft be gone ; 

My Ship from others you may know. 

The WUiaw-gariand it doth (how. " (p. S4. ) 

Of a fierce tirade or ' flyting ' this is the close : 

8. BethoaaLaxerfbnleinfigfat, 
To dap thy Difh as Ctefui light ; 
And oh, maift thou leade fuch a life, 

As wluk>me did Shore's wretched Wife, 

Or end thy dayes like Rosamond, 

Who (buft with poyfon) dead was found : 

Or wocfer death, if worfe may be, 

With (hame and griefe foooe light 00 thee^ 

And fince to pray I now am boond, 

A P of God thee (ftraight) confound. 

And an fuch Flirts, as make men prone 

The WaUm-garlamd for their Love.** (p. 86.) 
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I have wholly over-passed a not very decent adventure 
wherein the ' Lady ' was rescued from drowning, One odd 
word occurs twice, 'Dnabfuh,' as apparently = servant The 
whole ' burden ' of this ' difafterous Chance ' seems to me to 
point to Tofte himself, as illustrating another Poet's saying : 

" Love when injured turns to Hatred 
And when ill-requited (tarts to Vengeance." 

The revulsion would be all the greater that in the beginning 
he had been passionately, rapturously trustful, or as he 
himself puts it (using the noticeable word 'Feature* for 
person) : 

" Thy Feature fweet made me fuppofe 
Thou meand'ft but truth and couldft not glofe." (p. 82.) 

I have the more willingly quoted fully from the ' Frutes 
of lealoufie/ as it appears to have wholly escaped the atten- 
tion of our literary authorities — as so sorrowfully much 
does. 

We must now turn to the first of our Worthy's produc- 
tions, viz., his Laura, which intrinsically is notable, while 
from its relation to our reproduction, viz., Alba, it was of 
vital importance that I should be able to give an account of 
and quotations from it. By the usual prompt kindness of 
Sir Charles E. Isham, Bart., of Lamport Hall, near 
Northampton — scene of Mr. Charles Edmonds' remarkable 
' Find * of unique and extremely rare Elizabethan-Jacobean 
books — I was at once put in possession of his exemplar of 
it Only another is known — at BritwelL* I had no desire 
to reproduce ' Laura ' completely for three reasons, {a) That 
as the postscript by the Author's friend in his absence attests, 

* Curiously enough, this second copy ought to have been in the Bodleian. It 
was bought for it ; but somehow the (then) Librarian, Dr. Bandinell, appears to 
have taken it home with him for collation or other purpose, and forgotten about 
it, and so it was included (unfortunately) in the Sale of his Library, at which it 
fetched 29/. icxr. It had been, I am informed, duly entered among the additions 
to the Bodleian in the year of its purchase. 



Introdiulion. 



XXV 



"more than thirtie" of the (so called) "Sonnets" are not 
Tofte's, but "intermixt with his." (p) The quality, as a 
whole, is greatly inferior to Alba, (^) I believe it will be in- 
cluded in extenso in Mr. Charles Edmonds' Isham Reprints. 
En passant, Mr. J. Payne Collier (BibL Catal) supposes 
that the initials * R. B.' appended to this postscript Epistle 
represent Richard Barnfeilde. I cannot for a moment 
agree witli him ; much less that he (Barnfeilde) was the 
author of the " more than tliirtie Sonnets intermixt " with 
the others. The Poet of the 'Ode* had a far higher inspira- 
tion than anything in * Laura' or 'Alba.' 

I have now to present my Readers with all that I have 
myself found after three critical readings in ' Laura,* worth 
recalling to the light of our modern day. I begin with the 
title-page and Epistles, and so on to the closing post-script 
Epistle («/ supra). I have studiously selected such of the 
Sonnets (so called) as must have been Tofte's from their 
direct celebration of his lady-love * Laura.* There are little 
incidents of their intercourse, meetings and partings, giving 
and taking of love-gifts, that are biographically of human 
interest Here and there will be found an opaline gleam of 
felicitous image or conceit, and also a true bird-note out of 
the greenwood. He is extremely ingenious and quaint in 
turning the most unexpected accident of circumstance to 
account in enforcing his 'wooing.' I have placed below slight 
' notes • on a few of the words and allusions. The Reader 
may rest assured that nothing of any memorableness has 
escaped me. And so we proceed, with only this further 
preliminary word, that * Laura* is shewn to have been 
identical with 'Alba* m Alba itself, e.g.: 

** Like Pdrark ckaJU of Laura coy I pUine 

Of whom I (oeuer ya) could FattOHr gaine." (pu IQ2, sL 4.^ 
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The Epiftle Dedicatorie. (A 2 A 3, 3 pp.) 

To the no leffe vertuous, than faire, the honourable Ladie 
Lucie, filler to the thrice renowmed and noble Lord, Henry 
Earle of Northumberland^ &c. 
Good Madam, I make bold to prefent vnto you a few Toyes of mine owne 
trauell, moft parte conceiued in Italie, and fome of them brought foorth in 
England : by which my imperfe(5lioDSy you may fee (as in a liuely Mirror) your 
owne perfeiflions ; and by the follies of my rechleffe youth, behold plainly the 
virtues of your flowring age, hoping your Ladilhip wil keep them as priuately, 
as I fend them vnto you mod willingly ; neither doubt I at all, but that your 
excellent fpirit will iudge gracioufly of this my bare, yet bounden Conceit, and 
to accept the fame (as a mean at ydlc times) to driue away that felfe-pleaf- 
ing, yet ill-eafmg humour of neuer glad melancholie : which fpitefull Fortune 
(feeking, though in vaine, mod iniurioufly to lufult ouer you) laboureth by all 
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m canes poiisible to inflicfl Tpon jron, the vertuous behauiour of your felfe being 
fuch, as euen in the midfl of all your erodes, you crofle her defignes with an 
inoindble bart, and with your honorable carriage carrie her with all her deuifes 
as a ilane to follow you, in al your generous and thrice noble acftions, maugre 
the intricate Laborinth of fo manie and infinite troubles allotted (mod Tnwor- 
thely) Tnto yon, by the inerreuocable doome of your too partiall and flintie 
Deftinie. All which notwithfianding, you beare and ore-beare with a mod re- 
folute daiednes & a refolued courage of a right Percie, and of a minde A per 
fe. But additions breed fufpitions, and faire words (for the mod part) are 
counted the blazons of flatterie ; wherefore I will leaue to the temperate iudge- 
ment of the wife, and to the vncorrupt cenfure of the worthier fort, your heroi- 
cal & vndaunted mind, and the integritie and neuer daind proceedings of your 
fpotlefle felfe. Onely this with fubmiflion wil I fay, that if the richnes of the 
ground is knowne by the Come, the daintinefle of the Water by the fweetnefle 
of the fifli, and the goodnefle of the tree by the rarenefle of the fruite ; then 
may enerie man giue a geife of the intemall habit & excelent qualities of your 
inward minde, by the outward behauior and apparant femblance of your ex- 
ceeding chad and more than admirable demeanor in euerie refpe<5i And thus, 
hoping your Honour will as debonairly accept of thefe trifles, as I dutifully be- 
queath them vnto you, and with the Sun-fhining fauour of your gracious afpe<5l 
deign to read thefe few lines : crauing both priuiledge and pardon for all fuch 
&ults and defe(^ as lhal happen to be difcouered in the fame ; I humbly deuote 
my felfe vnto your LordQiip*s thrice vertuous and immaculate difpofition and 
commaund whatfoeuer. Who am 

Bound as a vaflal to doo 
homage vnto the fame 
for euer. 

R. T. 

To the Reader. (A 3 verso and A 4, 2 pp.) 
To the gentle, and Gentlemen Readers whatfoeuer. 
Gentlemen ; as the Fencer fird maketh a flourifh with his weapon, before he 
commeth to flroakes, in plajdng his prize : So I thought good {pro forma onely) 
to vfe thefe few lines vnto you before you come to the pith of the matter. 
What the Gentleman was that wrote thefe Verfes, I know not ; and what fhe 
is for whom they are deuifed, I cannot ghefTe : but thus much I can fay, that 
as they came into the hands of a friend of mine by mere fortune ; fo hapned I 
vpon them by as great a chaunce. Onely in this I mud confefTe we are both 
too blame, that whereas he hauing promifed to keepe priuate the originall, and 
I the copie, fecret : we both haue cofented to fend it abroad, as common : pre* 
fuming chiefly vpon your accudomed curtefies ; affuring our felues if we may 
bine your protedions, wee fliall thinke our felues as fafe as Vlyfles did, when 
hee was fhadowed vnder the fhielde of Pallas againd furious Aiax ; fo we by 
your coutenances, fhal be fufficiently fumifhed to encounter againd any foule- 
mouthed lackes whatfoeuer. To cenfure of this worke, is for better wittes 
than mine owne ; and it is for Poets, not for Printers, to giue iudgement of this 
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From •The First Part' 
I. 

Fortune (cros fircnd to euer-coquring Loue) 
Onr bodies (Ladie) bath deuided farre, 
Bat yet oar coftant minds (he cannot moae, 
Wliich oaer ilrong for her deaifes are : 

Woe's me, in England thou doft bide, & I 
(Scarfe fhadow of my felfe) in Italy. 
Bat let her doo her word, and what is frail 
And mortal] fecke to feperate and vndoo. 
Yet what immortall is, (he nener (hall : 
A firing too high for her to reach vntoo. 

In fpite of enuious feeds (by Malice fowne) 
My hart (hall ay be thine, and mine thine owne. 

Padoa. 

IL 

Though I doo part, my Hart yet dooth not part ; 
My poore afflii^ed bodie parts in twaine. 
And doth in peeces two denide my Hart : 
One peece my £unting fpirit doth fuftaine. 
The other part I leane with thee behinde, 
(The better part, and of my hart mod deere) 
Then to that part fo parted, be thou kinde. 
And to the finne impart thy loning checre : 
That I (rctnming) may agahi mite 
This parted Hart, and finde (or griefe, delist 

London. 

III. 

Like to the bbckfome n^;fat I may compare 
My 3Ciftres gowoe, iHien darknfs pl^es his prife : 
Bat her (weet face, like to the Sonne moft fiiire. 
When !fee in g^ory ginoeth to ari£e. 

Yet this no whit the other doth difgrace. 
But ndicr dubleth Bewtie in the place: 
Camana Eke to chefie fiet oppofite. 
So t^-^Tttrr^ £o pleafiog IS thcir Ihow 
To Lookezs go, doo breed no frnall drlight. 
And pieafore great diereby to them doth grow. 
Oh wonder ftnuige, oh Mlace fwecte to iet, 
hk one fdfe fixbiecl Xig^ aad Day to bee. 

X. 

J£ iZamm) diou docd borne gaxnfl ne in hate. 
Thes ne fiieii ba£s iweete why dooft thoa g^ ? 

E 
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Why checkft thou not the Cheeks which giue the mate, 
(The vitall caofe whereby I breathe and liue)? 
Perha]>6 it is, becaufe through too much toy 
(As in fweete fwound) I might away depart : 
If fo thou doOf and thinke roe fo to noy ; 
Kifle hardly, and with kifsing breed my fmart. 
Content am I to loofe this life of mine, 
WhiUt I doo kifle that lonely lip of thine. 

XV. 

Thou (Iranger who with wandring (leps doft wend. 
Thy gazing eyes tume quickly vnto mee : 
And too my fpeech with liftning eare attend. 
In whom foure Elements vnited bee. 

Marke well, and as a wonder tell the fame 

Of QupkTs force, poore Louers* Tamburlane, 
Firft this my body's earth, and earth moft cold. 
The fire within my hart in couert lyes. 
The aire's my fighes, mine eyes doo waters hold : 
Thus for my Saint he doth me marterize. 

Earth is my bodie, flrange feemes not this fame ? 

The aire my fighes, eyes water, hart the flame. 

XVII. 

Rockt in a cradle (like as Infants bee) 
When I was yong, a little wanton childe. 
Two daintie dugs did nourifli life in mee, 
Whilil oft on them with teate in month I (milde : 
Ah happie I, thrice happy might I (ay, 
Whilft in that harmlelfe ftate I then did flay. 
But now that I am come to man's eflate, 
Such dugs as nurd me in delight and ioy 
Doo feeke my death, by poyfonous fugred bait, 
Whofe fight without poffeflion breeds me noy. 
So what in childhood caufed me to liue, 
Now in my youth doth death vnto me giue. 

XXII. 

If in the midft of kindled burning fire 

That worthy Romant burnt his valiant hand, 

I like an other Mutius in defire, 

Haue fcorcht my fid likewife through Loue's command 

In freflieft moyilure, where my Ladie fweet, 

Her lily hands for coolnes diued oft. 

But though defire betweene vs was alike. 

Yet was die matter diuers which we fought, 

He chofe to bume his hand with courage bold 

In flaming fire, and I in water cold. 
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XXV. 

White was the orient pearle, which on a day 
That hand me gaue, which fcomes the proud compare 
Of purell white, and beares the palme away, 
As of all pearly faires the orientft faire : 

And whiUl (he ofired vnto mee the fame, 
I knew not which the pearle was of the twaine. 
So white the hand was of my peerlefle Pearle, 
As it did dazle with delight mine eyes. 
And pearle feem'd to me, giaing me the pearle : 
Whid) made me (ighing lay (in whifpring wife) 
Ah why once may I not fo happie bee 
Tliis Pearle to haue, which th'other giues to mee. 

XXIX. 

As bomifht gold fuch are my Soueraigne's heares ; 

A brace of (larres diuine, her blackifh eyes, 

Like to the feireft black the Rauen beares, 

Or fairer, if you £aiirer can deuife : 

So likewife faire*s the beautie of her breiU, 

Where pleafure lurkes, where ioy ftill dallying refts. 

This Venus bower, you rightly may compare 

To whited fnow that ere from heauen fell. 

Or to the mynes of alabafler faire : 

(Woe's mee, tis fweete to fleepe in Cupid's cell) 
Whilft he the hart makes furfet with delight 
Through golden haire, black eyes, & breft mod white. 

XXX. 

Vnto thy £iuour (which when Nature formd, 
She went beyond her felfe with cunning hand) 
I may compare what is in world adomd 
With beautie moil, and with mod grace doth (land : 
But euerie mortall whitenes nere fo white, 
The yuorie white of thy white hand exceeds. 
So that my Soule (which doth faire whitenes like) 
Refls on faire whitenes, and on whitenes feeds : 
For this is thought and hoped of from thee, 
White as thy hands, fo white thy feith (halbee. 

XXXVI. 

Sweet fung thy Bird in Ebon cage (hut fail, 
And did delight thy daintie eares fo much, 
As thou vouch-fafdil to giue him meate at lail, 
And gently didft his fethers ftroke and tuch : 
So Ladie, I likewife in th' Ebonie 
Of thy bright eyes am prifoner, and doe fing 
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Thy Beautie's praife ; and yet not fed am I 
By thee, yet line through thee : a wondrous thing. 
Loue to my hart thy Beautie doth fupplie 
For food, which els (throgh £unine (iarud) would die. 

XXXVII. 

If white's the Moone, thou Laura feemft as white. 

And white's the gowne which you on bodie weare ; 

And if her whitely homes in calmie night 

She fmoothly glyding Ihowes to ts mod deare : 
You in the day time more and brighter farre. 
Your Beautie fliowe like bright Aurorais (larre. 

Like brightnes both of you abroad doe cad. 

Though not effc<5l alike pfr accidms ; 

You fliine, (he Ihines, your powers etemall laft : 

But yet betweene you is great difference, 

Her brightnes freezeth, caufing deadly cold, 
Your's doth enflame, and liuely fire doth hold. 

XXXVIII. 

Euen as the lampe goeth out that oyle doth want, 

Or as the Sunne doth foil in th* Occident, 

So did my hart within me gin to pant, 

My vitall fpirites away by little went : 

When (taking on me pittie) gracioufly 

My Miilres hem of garment trailing downe 

Toucht mee, and mee reuiued fuddenly : 

Then of fuch vertue be within her gowne, 
Imagin what doth (lay her corps within, 
Which who fceth, through fweetnes needs muft fin. 

The Conclufion of the firft Part 

The Macedonian Monarch once did deigne 

(In cheerful fort, in kind and louing wife) 

To feaft in Village with a homely Swaine, 

Who entertaind him (as is countrey guife) 

With curds and creame, and fuch like knaskes* he had : 
Whereof the curteous Prince accepted glad. 

So Ladie, boldly I prefumed haue 

To enuite you to a forie Banquet bafe : 

Nor to difdaine the fame of you I craue. 

Though cates too courfe for you, too poore the place. 
I cannot (as I would) giue curds and creame. 
But mUke and whey, my fortune b fo meane. 

* = knacks, niceties. 
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Yet if you (hall accept it gradoufly, 

And with your Fauour fweet this Bourd adorae, 

The vertue which is in you, prefently 

The whey to curds, and milke to creame (hall turne : 
But if your looke you angrie turne away, 
The milke (hall (lill be milke, the whay still whay. 

Then as the Sunne in glorious wife doth fhine 
As well on valley low as mountaine hie, 
Vouchfafe one cheerefull glimfe of fauour thine 
On pouer mec, from out that heauenly eye : 
Vnworthie I fuch grace (I doo confeife) 
Yet worthie thou to doo fo, nerthelefTe. 

R. T. 

From * the fecond part.' 
I. 

If I fomewhile looke vp into the skies, 
I fee (faire Lady) that fame cheerefull light 
Which like to you doth fliine, in glorious wife : 
And if on th* earth I chance to call my fight, 

The mooueleffe Centre firme to me doth (how, 
The hardne(re which within your hart doth grow. 
If feas I view, the flowing waues moft plaine 
Your fickle faith do reprefent to mee : 
So as I dill behold you to my paine. 
When as the skies, or th* earth, or fesis I fee : 
For in your feemely felfe doth plaine appeare. 
Like faith, like hardne(r, and like brightnes deare. 

II. 

Maruel I do not, though thou doed not fee 
My griefes and martires,* which I flill fuftaine. 
For thou the Mole of lone doed feeme to me ; 
But if a Mole, th* art onely to my paine. 
How comes it then that feeing thou art blinde. 
Thou me confumft, as if thou hadil thy fight ? 
Why, as thy nature by initindl doth bind 
Stayed not below ? packe hence, and leaue this light. 
Either thofe eies dil (hut, not me to grieue. 
Or vnder ground, in darknes alwayes Hue. 

X. 

My mourning midreffe garments blacke doth beare. 
And I in blacke like her attired am : 

* ~ tortures or sufferings; Italian, martiri, Fr., martyres. 
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Yet diaers is the caufe why blacke we weare, 
She for another's death doth (hew the Dune : 
I for another reafon beare this fute, 
Onely to (hew by this my outwarde weede 
Mine inward griefe, although my tongue be mute, 
Of tender heart which deadly (ighes doth bleede. 
ThrKe happy I, if (as in habite we 
Are both in one) our mindes both one might be. 

XL 

If April (re(hy doth kindely giue ts flowers 
September yeeldes with more increafe the frute : 
(Sweeted) you haue in bofome (Beautie's Bowers) 
Both thefe fweete tides, whence forth they alwayes (hute 
Both flower and fimite alondy you alone 
Can giue me when you pleafe, or elfe can none. 
Oh dainty bofome, bofome rich in prife, 
Surmounting mountaines huge of beaten gold : 
Whofe whitenes bnutes* the whiteil fnow that lies 
On higheft hilles, whofe height none can behold : 
In you my foule doth hope without annoy, 
Both fpring and harueft, one day to enioy. 

XIL 

Drawne (cunning Painter) haft thou with great Arte, 

The (hadow of my louely Laura (aire ; 

Which obie<5l fweet not fmally ioyes my hart ; 

But little didft thou thinke, nor waft thou ware. 

That where thou thoughtft my fande for to pleafe, 

EfTe^ contrary fortes to my Deflre, 

So that it breedes in bodle mine, vneafe 

And (fenflelfe) bumes my hart with feeling fire : 

Oh ftrange fucceflfe, what made was for Content, 
Doth moft difpleafe, and (liuelefle) doth torment 

XIIL 

When firft the crudl Faire deignd gracioufly 
To looke on mee with kinde and courteous view, 
And caft on mee a louely glaundng eye. 
She knew not that I was her feruant trew : 
But (he no fooner ware was of the fame 
But that (he tumd her backe with great difdaine. 
So as the wound I (then) clofe bare in breft, 
I (now) through griefe, (how outward in my face : 
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Bat if that (he by whom I wounded reft, 
Liues in compafsion cold toward me fanz grace : 
Hard harted is ihe, cruell was (he to her frend, 
And wicked (halbe world withouten end. 

XV. 

The duskie dowde in skie (with (hadow darke) 
Doth couer oft the Sunne's mod cleered light, 
So as his beames we cannot fee nor marke. 
And he himfelfe doth play at lead in (ight : 
Ah were I (ach a dowd on earth to couer 
My fweeteft Sonne, a5 doth that dowd the other. 
But if that dowd doo yanifh foone away, 
And dooth as momentarie pade and vade ; 
Etemall would I bee, to hide her ay, 
And of a harder mixture would be made. 
Oh happie I, oh fortunate Eclips, 
With kifsing fo to darken thofe (aire lips. 

XVI. 

From milke of luno (as the Poets faine) 
The Lilly had his whitenes, paffing white, 
And from Adonis blood (that louely Swaine) 
The Rofe his colour red, which doth delight. 
Thou (pretie Soule) had both the colours rare 
Of thefe fweet flowers, which others all exceed ; 
Thy Bred's a bed of beauteous Lillies faire. 
Thy daintie cheekes pure damask Rofes breed. 
O frutefull Garden flowring, where appeaie 
The Rofe and Lilly, at all times of yeare. 

XX. 

Rich is the Diamond, a iemme of prife 

Yet fuch the nature drange is of the fame, 

That who the powder thereof drinkes, draight dies. 

And as (if po3r(on twere) doth take his bane : 

So thou another predous iewdl art. 

In name and nature not vnmuch alike, 

Since death thou giu'd vnto the louing hart ; 

If but a kiffe one fuckes from thee mod fweete, 

Whild he doth (wallow downe this fugred baite. 
The ioy*s fo great, it kills him through concaite. 

XXL 

The Grecians vfde to offer vp their haire 
Vnto their Riuers, whom they did edeeme 
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As mightie Gods, and them great honor bare, 
As if no reitue finall m them had been : 

Doo thon the Uke (fweet Laura) mto mee, 
Who for my lone defeme a greater fee. 
Thy golden trefles on me doo bellow. 
Who hold whole Rioers flowing in mine eyes : 
Yet would not I thoa off (hooldft cut them tha 
Dooft mofe, and aske how this thoa maift deuife? 
lie tell thee : Giae thy felfe to mee for mine, 
So (halt thoo giae vncat thy trefles fine. 

XXIL 

One lottdy glaaace which from the eyes did pafle 
Of Ladie mine, hath changd my gentle hart 
From hardeil Diamond to brittle glaffe : 
And now againe (mto my bitter fmart 
Through dreadfull frowne) flie taraes it faddenly 
As twas before^ from glafle to Diamond. 
So if (he wOl (he may, (and pre(ently 
As Kkes her) change me, who to her am bound : 
If cradl (hee, my hart is hard to breake : 
If ptttilull, tis gentle, brittle, weake. 

XXVIII. 

The Crow makes war with the Chameleon, 
KtA being hart to th* Laurell ilraight doth flie, 
Ami through the frnte he findeth thereupon 
Is heald of hurt, Andes food, and lines thereby. 
Louc the Camcleon is, the Oow am I, 
And battdl wage with him Tnto the death : 
He wounds me deadly, whereiqxm I hie 
To thee (my Laurall) to reftore my breath. 
Thou me reuiu*(l, fuch vertue's in thee rife, 
As thou at once dooft giue me food and life. 

XXXIIL 

If loue (wherein I bume) were but a fire, 
I quencht it had with water of my teares ; 
If water, thefe my plaints, I thb Defire 
Had dryde through inward heate, my hart that taints : 
But Loue that in my griefes doth take delight. 
Both fire and water tumes to worke mee fpite. 
Flie then this Loue, fince fuch is his great power. 
At waues to fire, and fire to waues he tumes. 
And with an abfent Beautie euerie hower, 
My fainting hart with Fancie's fuell bumes. 
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And gainft all fenie makes mee of Care and II, 
More then of good and ComfoRT to bane wiU. 

xxxim. 

Riaers Ynto the Sea doo tribute pay : 

A mod TnoonlUnt mooning Sea ait dioa. 

And I within mine eyes (bedeawed ay) 

A Riner bold of bitter teares as now. 

Recdue then from thefe moyftned chedws of mine 

Into thy Up the water I foorth powre. 

Of dutie mine and of thy Debt a figne : 

And mixt together with my fweet thy fowre. 
So (hall the water to the water bee 
More precious, and the Sea more rich to th* Sea . 

XXXV. 

Such is the vertue of the Sunnie heate 
As feazing on the cockle (hell, which lies 
On feai(h* (bore, whereon his beames doo beate 
It makes it brightly (hine, in orient wife : 

So that through fecret power of radiant Sonne, 

Of worthle(re (hell, a Pearle it doth become. 
So Ladle, you through force of Beautie's power. 
If you (hall deigne to glaunce on me your eye, 
And raine with grace on me a fmiling (hower, 
A lewell rich you make me by and by : 

And if no Pearle, at lead a precious Stone ; 

This (onely) can you doo, or els can none. 

The Conclufion of the fecond Part. 

This is the fecond Courfe now ferued in, 
A Courfe too courfe for fuch a daintie Dame ; 
Yet (Ladle) though the cheere be bad and thin, 
Becaufe it comes of Zeale, accept the fame : 

And though not worthy of your grace it bee. 

Yet make it gracious through your curteue. 
Great fumptuous Feafts the (lomacke doth didike, 
Which od in bodie dangerous furfets breed : 
Where dKhes few reuiue our fenfe and fpright, 
And Nature's pleafd on little for to feed. 

This as a fawce (your appetite to moue) 

Accept, where mcate*s the HaRT, where Cooke is Loue. 

Nor thinke the worfe, though I haue fpun a thread 
So fine (I meane your praife) I cannot mend, 

* Probably a word of Tode's own coinage. 

F 
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Sace ds ft wriEe to 0RiHBd* the viidi Hfld, 

Aad Bftire I fiMMdd tbs looBcw the C3di& as mend : 

So \ CBH BMcUcfle fcipc Afif lh> ^zev, 

C« how to Uft it ke Motr km. 

Fjoc 17 ■nde, dun B ST feeUe 

Mt pcBfiS for ihr psaare is too wa&e : 
The SoK s «clr fcr tke EiC^'s 1^ 
Mj fcrngc^'s tso fa«l, iks kxrdzkcd yoc to bretkc 
Kst ^a'rrn' vcrr I ibee hae ftttdowed kere : 
sissr s iar fack s kae a i&dB ao peere. 

R- T. 

m. 

£BBm^ T»dk fiadaw cCtke Qglft) 

JL3it Hskr boEEBBss. ^v^sk jemd bdbffc tocA 
^11 Ti II fiiiw n m'l !■ null liiifji 
Sir ^vs I ^31$ X Saj^ S?e of lai^ 

laoo^aikc ML ^ ?iiam £6^^ 
n«k fqqr jadw kaake m iKT Ao«b 

>&Ml*^ Sipw r:!^ aKC to kMv Ike vlwle) 
rkK ^MT Mtt toe ft INUm ft Cole. 

:^w^^3Ctok Jbt aar «tt US^e c|« 

;..ki^jlki^ ncn^t^^Kch^ ft ijptocfc^S 

V^iliii^ " jWB< nsP' to See. 

r>ot totofe»:ik»to«afat 'f^w g e s wkftL Natare cne 

uri^^^n ^ ;kto iKkm Uft toe kne. 
» kitoaftto JM^ tok» 0tot MS 

Xw4i^te:^«to <iri»e«*«dfcftort 
-V^^vtoK- '«ttoni*?r*4he«'»3i* ^ 

\> toy Jafc the other •■: 

''^V <^ Mttuioar of Voth which to fee, 



not imnbh. m j 



Pxre '^ M-rn-lrm g iriiina iai^^ cms. 

^^IL^ X ^iDi^E H^3C SBXQEt ^> * iii n-'» ^Bm^^ 

AadcEjc :2eai^ s axnci: .L— ,je . orinr = 

Al BSC £11 SJ TttV ^XB TmriiTuP 



f> teal !acc; Z acs frnr 

Foad maa. '3c± acc ^ 

If daB2x&3 :3i7r isaiHie, taei le 
Mzrke bsr v*C, suf fTa-.'r 31 : 
See rjg^ Lrv^iiraey BT.iVa caBQniiBg 
Ifaxa ber to kctf^e vis 3Ba= -^If^nrfnT £noe r 
TbcB if dkoc iEe£ r s £j jfe-TTir a {cre, 

StxAJf^ id : £z as cne C micnlkc e 

Of her ad cf D=^5s=ae ^ &OV :2x ibpe. 

xniL 

Widt sold ad ndies g^^cKtk k0 &d kad : 

Bat if fOB aatdi titea kcr Eps or kdR; 

Tbey fee»c witbctfeB WTgMBrs [fear] to faad. 

The otlKr base liKfc liac^y eoMD fasR^ 

O worthie Bcsttie, peericfie A PUL Si; 

To irhoB a]] other BfTTies aie boA ^Ht, 

O fazrues focfa, as hirer none can bee, 

Thoa Grace it felie cf graooofaes dooft fyajit. 
With Rnbies, dm rigbt Rulies dooA dii^paccv 
With Gold bright Gold tfaoa ftazneA ia his place. 
XDL 

That I none hand a Fume moft white doth bold. 
And to tbe nulkie BrA blowcii 
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(And yet is full of chilly yce mod cold) 
Difgrace to others, to her felfe t grace. 

But I who wKUy marke thefe whitenes three, 
Vouchfafe (fweet loue) this boone to graunt to mee. 
Diftill within the rouling of mine eyes 
(By vertue of thy power) fuch hidden flame : 
And let it tempred be in fuch (Irange wife, 
That I as I caft my looke vpon the lame, 
It quite may take away her crueltie. 
Melt (Iraight the Ice, and Fanne bume fuddenly« 

XXVI. 

The Hcauens begin with thunder for to breake 
The troubled Aire, and to the coloured Fields 
The Lightning for to fpoyle their pride dooth threat, 
Each thing Tnto the furious Temped yeelds. 
And fet me thinkes within mee I doo heare 
A gentle Toyce hard at my hart to fay, 
Feare nothing thou, but be of merrie cheere, 
Thou onely fafe fore others all fhalt day : 

To faae thee from all hurt, thy Shield fhall bee. 
The fhadow of the conquering Lawrall Tree. 

Fano, 

XXVIIL 

My Midres (writing) as her hand did fhake 
The Ten did dafh, which on her gowne did fpurt : 
i)ne drop more higher than the red did take, 
And to prefume to touch her Bred it durit 
\')H>n her daintie bofome it did light. 
Wherewith (he blolht, in fhow like damafke Rofe : 
Trcfumptttous Ulacke, how dar*dd thou touch that White, 
Wherein a frorld of gladfome pleafure growes ? 
Vet (f|^te of enuie) hapt it for the befl. 
To the white more grace, more bewtie to th* brcfi 

XXX. 

Vnhar* that luorie hand, hide it no more. 

For though it death brings to my tender hart, 

To fee it nakctt, where is be«utie*s dore^ 

And where mo>-d l>arle with Aiure doth impart : 

Vet feare I not to dye in this fweet wife. 

My fancle To to fee*t. is fct on fire : 

Then Icrtwc that CUoue, mod hatefull to mine e}'es 

Ami let me dirfet with this kinde Dcfire ; 

So that my lookcs may haue of them their fill, 
rhmigh hdit dcc«y. lie take it for none ill. 

Manica. 



Introduction. 



xli 



XXXV. 

tVhen I cC fweet Lntra leane did take, 
Fm Faso's Cittie for a while to leane : 
Shee gaoe lo mee (to weare it for her iake) 
Of golde and peaile a daintie wouen Wreathe. 

Deere was the gift, becanfe for lone it came : 

Bat deerey more, canfe Shee gane me the (axne. 
I loofce oot Hill, and Idfle it as my ioy ; 
Kifisiag aad bdm^ it, with it I pUy : 
Vlidi at ooe inflaiit brings me mirth and noy, 
And %hi]:^ oft, thus to my felfe I lay ; 

White peailes are thefe, yet hath her mouth more (aire ; 

Fine gold is this, yet finer is her haire. 

Fano, 

XXXVIIL 

The hap le fc Aigas (happie in this lame) 

The g'lOrie of the Sonne's fnrpakii^ light. 

The btigjhtBesof the Slarres (the fire which flaine) 

Wiih hiliiil eyes behold them alwayes m^t. 

Bat I (alas) who hane bat ooeiy twaine, 

ri—il behold the Beaatieof my Smme: 

For which I line as bfinde in endlefle paine. 

And fw vA wKj Idle for want thereof rndooe. 
I earn hat wilh that I an Af^ms were^ 
With hnhcd cyts to riew her caene where* 

mnox- 

la TaSie Sea, foiae wti^ mj flender Mufe 
Wade ia thy fxaifo, to pnife thy beaatie r^ : 
B^ (Lafie) i for {mdoB craae csoale. 
To hreahe fiach W9KS too bc^le is her might : 
McHe time with lowly vniie, ia hEmbk Ihow, 
Aloi^ floBow flkoare He war£ag goei 
may coaie (peihaps) ere ii 1« kcag» 
Tbat lbs B7 qssa msre hcud may wi^ thy {Ciiie:, 
Aiki TEicca for to iinSe =a ih' Ooeaa ^jcag, 
Thoc^ a9v oa pxuSi £iare £ irrrfwH flakes. 
Aad wie» m sow :o ^ lia Sxce he iarexy 
He ties ^au! YjMSs: ere hesid aad esses. 

XL, 

Whca I £d jmi, aoy foszk par: irsm mtt, 
Aad ixiEe foc9weC tcssoKfis Efse- 

* tjaaaaEAfOcz. zC jus, tf^s^suL aezx^ V, FxiC^ 



xlii 



Introduction. 



Hat now that I (returned) doo thee fee» 
He is retumd, and Cues through kindnes thine^ 
And of thee looketh for a welcome home. 
I then not anie more to forrow need. 
Now I am oome : and if before alone 
On Oiadow then, on fuUlance now I feed. 
Soift if my partii^ bitter was and fad. 
Sweetens my retume to thee^ and padaog glad. 

The Condniioii of the hft Part 

TimanteSt when he iaw he could not paint 
Wiih liuely cokxurs (to his lafling Cune) 
Soi^ workes he tooke in hand, and found too fieunt. 
His cunning, feddi^ for to hide the fame, 
He oner them a fubtill lhadow drew : 
So that his firalts» or none or few could view. 
So Ladie« I finding my wit too weaken 
VTith currant tearmes your beautie fborth to blaze, 
And that to arrine too blunt is my conceit 
Vnto the hc^t of your funnounting prufe : 
With fiknce ibrced am (againft my will) 
To ihadow my defe<5^ (the want of (kill). 

Yet doo I hope» the ihadow yoal not fcome, 
Since Princes in their (lately Arbors greene 
Account of (hade^ as trees which finite adome, 
Ikcaufe fiom heate they welcome (belters been. 

The Shadow ihields gainft Sunne your beautie fiure, 
Which elfe his fcortdiing heate would much impaire. 
Then though a Shadow without firute I bee. 
And fcarce yteld leaues to couer this my barke : 
Acce^tt thefe leaues thy Beautie's Shade of mee, 
Where wealth doth ebbe, good will doth flow (rom Hart 
l>eigne me for all my loue but Shadow thine, 
I1iy SubtUnce*s too too high for Fortune mine. 

R. T. 

A Frends iuft excuie about the Booke 
and Author, in his abfence. 
Without thi^ Author** knowle^lge, as is before faid by the Printer, 
thin U ma\l« thu* pibUqucIy knowen : which (with my bed 

liul^uour) th<» (lentleuun himfclfe (fufpe^iling what is now prooued 
tu(i lrn«) nt my i^*^u)ing Yp, eamedly intreated roe to preuent But 
I cnuif «t the Ull theetes printing, and finde more than thirtie 
HtamtU not liii, intermixt with his: helpt it cinot be but by 
Ihn Wf»l luilging Reader, who will with leife paine diilingaiih 
)»0lw««ni} thtmi than 1 on this fodaine podably can. To him then 
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I referre that labour, and for the Printer's faults pad in fome 
of the Bookes, I haue gathered them in the next page. With 
the Author beare I pray ye whom I moil Intreat to beare with mee. 

R. a 

A blank leaf follows but not the promised errata. 

The motto of ' Laura ' on the title-page is from Dante 
{Paradise, i, 34); but Tofte's style is formed not on Dante, 
but on the writers of his own day, with frequent turnings 
and retumings to Serafino. I suspect that both in Laura 
and Alba several of the pieces are translations from the 
Italian. This I name, not as blaming Tofte; for even 
Spenser used to translate without acknowledgment. 

Besides these fuller quotations, the following incidentally 
musical and happy lines and words, that occur in ' Laura,' it 
is deemed expedient to preserve : 

" A iuft reward for fuch an high afpire." (Pt« L viiL) 

" angrie luno from the Scowling Skies 

Tkkke /winging Jhawers did downward fend amaine.** (1^. ziiL) 

" Of this Tnftedfdtnes and watrie brine 
Lets £iihion both of ts a nonell Sea, 

So heanen the hanen, and lone the bay flialbee." {ib. xviiL ) 

"Thus (Loue) thou feeft is changed my eftate, 
She checkes with death, that fore gaue life for mate." 

Venice. (£5. zxL) 

" The warlike Goddefle wrath in humble wife." {ib, zxiiL) 

" Thou, meny laughft, and pleafantiy doft fmile, 
I wofiill weepe^ and (meftfnU) forrow ftilL" {ib. zzxiL) 

" Giue me that colour which fo likes mine dne, 
If death, then bkcke, if life, then Camatine." {ib. zxxiiL) 

" Take heed you Louers all of her, and feare 
The fngredbaitesofthisdeceitfnll trull. ** xL) 

" The flower of Greece Dan Paris coftly ioy 
Through her (aire feature the onely canfer was 
So manie Knights were flaine at Siedge of Troy*^ (Pt. il iii). 

** Thofe iauerie finackes, thofe bufles fweet which bee. '* {ib. zzr. ) 
" No bodie now, for that by proud difdaine 
Of IcomfuH Shee, diilin*d was." (ih. zxvL) 

"Then Csi/£f worke that I (poore Snake in loue) 
Tins idainfull Snake for to be kinde may mone." (i^., xx). 
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From the * whiteness ' of the skin, and especially of the 
hand, of LoMra, came I suppose the first title of his next 
volume, viz.. Alba. (Cf., howe\-er, Alba^ p. 48, st 4, L i.) 
This o\-er and over recurring 'whiteness' makes it certain 
that Sonnet xxxi of Part 3 was of the " more than thirtie 
intermixt,** and it may here find a place as fairly typical 
of the others : 

" Mj Miitres fecscs bat brown- (fay yoa) to mcc. 

Tb Tcrie true, and I coofeffe the Ikine : 

Vet loae I her, althcogb that browne (he bee, 

Becaafe to pleafe me (he is glad and fiiine. 
I lotted one moft Bcactifiill before, 
\\liom now (as Death) I deadly doo abhorre. 

Becaufe to fcome mj fendce her I foand, 
I gaue her ore, and choTe to mee this fame : 
Nor to be faithfull (thinke I) I am bound 
To one in whom no kindnes doth remaine : 
This is the caofe, for Browne and Pittifoll, 
I left a (aire, but yet a faithlefTe TrolL'' 

It will have been noticed that R. T. signs the introductory 
Epistle-dedicatory to Lucy, sister of Henry Earl of North- 
umberland. So that the alleged surreptitious publication 
may have been a mere rtise, as Mr. Collier suggests. One 
would have been pleased to know the link of connexion 
with the ' Lady Lucy.' She married first, Sir John Wotton, 
Knt., secondly Sir Hugh Owen of Anglesey, Knt, — and 
died without issue. She was daughter of Henry eighth 
Earl of Northumberland, by Catherine, eldest daughter and 
co-heir of John (Neville) Lord Latimer. From the wording 
of the Epistle it would appear she had endured ' trials ' of 
no ordinary sort prior to her marriage. 

The verse-Epistle, Alia bellifsima fua Jigfiora E.C." 
seems to point to a Euphemia (as Hazlitt fills in) or Eliza- 
beth C[areill] or Carill, or Caryll (as before). 

We are now brought to our present reproduction of *Alba, 
The Months Minde of a Melancholy Louer.' The Poet 
had semi-promised that if Laura were well received by her 
he might undertake a greater venture of verse-celebration ; 
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and I suppose Alba is to be held for fulfilment Perchance 
he dropped Laura for title of his second book as conscious 
how distant at nearest must be his following of Petrarch 
and his immortal Laura. Be this as it may, Alba as = white 
was a fit synonym for spotless perfect beauty. ' Month's 
Mind' is properly a celebration in remembrance of dead 
persons, a month after their decease (Nares, j.z/., where 
are full examples) ; but Tofte seems to mean by it, not a 
dirge for the dead, but a lamentation or series of lamenta- 
tions in sorrow for the living. By his title, therefore, he 
signified that he had in his poem put into verse the thought 
and emotion that had passed through his 'Minde' from 
month to month, as in address to ' Anne Heme ' : 

"Once I each Monthc to cruel Alha make 
A Month's Mind, yet no pittie she doth take." (p. 3.) 

As with Laura^ there is a preliminary verse-dedication 
to another 'faire lady' — Anne Heme, and from the re- 
lated poems to members of the family of Brooke, she must 
have been a Brooke — albeit 1 have failed to get any 
particulars of this family. He dedicates his Honours 
Academie to the same *Anne Heme.' He must have been 
somewhat changeful in his feminine praises ; For whereas in 
Alba {verso of title) the 'Margarite* stanza is applied to 
Alba^ it is found doing service in the same year to Lady 
Margaret Morgan, wife of Sir John Morgan of Chilworth, 
Surrey (in Orlaftdo Inamorato^ 1598). Is the explanation 
that into 'Laura' and *Alba* alike, he worked in all his 
verses to whomsoever addressed } Je V ignore. 

The preliminary commendatory verses to Alba are not of 
much weight or grace; but, as noted before, that by Richard 
Day, son of Bishop William Day, is biographically to be 
re-called in relation to the Will. 

Coming to Alba itself, the main interest of it centres in 
two things, viz. {d) The incidental allusion to a performance 
of Love's Labour Lost ; (p) A charming couplet, worthy of 
Robert Greene. 

G 



Tk foRDcr aait xne be pcaced ixfccc the Shak^ierean 
stodaxt: 

- LOTO Lxacit LcKT. I anx of ace x P5w, 
Tdeped ix ac ciILed rr axr p>=ae. 
\TVV^ I ao &exrs 13 =t Isf d=i fey, 

Ve£ «K I dczne » fese k gxinft bj WilL 

Tfc» K> /iry, be: Pbgae vas rato nae. 

For tb2Fe I loci dlK Loae I Eked auft : 

Aod vita: to ocbos fiecside a letl to be. 

It tbat (ia caraefl) fimd tbsd bbt coA, 
To eoerr one (£nie me) ms Ccau^^S^ 
YfYaiA Tn^pb^ fike to me it did be£dL 

Each A<^lor plaid in ccnniDg wile his part. 

But chieflj Thofe entrapt in Cm^:Js fiure : 

Vet all was fained, twas not from the hait. 

They feemde to grieae, hot jet they feh no care : 
Twas I that Griefe (indeed) did beare in bred. 
The others did bet make a (how in leiL 

(p. 105, sL I to 3.) 

The student will do well to study Shakespeare's play in 
the light of this reference of Tofte. There is the adjective 
^whitely' in Laura, and 'envious frost' (p. 94 of Alba)^ 
recalling Biron, " like an envious sneaping frost but closer 
examination would doubtless yield other words and things. 

The latter, is this, spite of its imperfect rhyme : 

" Loue's prifoner then, begging at Bcaatie's gate 
Some Almes beftowe fweet Ladie for Grod's fake. 

But while these are the notabilia of the poem, I anfi much 

mistaken if, regarded as a whole, ROBERT TOFTE'S AUta^ 

for its ' smoothness ' and musical flow and iridiscent fancies 

or conceits, do not make its way into after-Anthologies of our 

' sweet Singers.' I venture to bring together things that in 

some element or other — sometimes scarcely communicable 

— have arrested myself. I begin at the beginning, and so 

pass forward — giving headings for each quotation. 

I. A 'slaine heart's* memorial. 

"vnto whom (hall I (now) dedicate 

This meftfull verfe, this mournfuU Elegie ? 
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Eocn to nij crad Hifbefib Covxtulfaite, 

Of Branrift fhape, the light Etenutie. 

Then to her Pxcrv'U I prefent this veiie, 

or ocj (bine Hut (dead for psre loue) the Herie.** 

(p. 17, iL 3.) 

2. All-in^ 
" Thoa art mj Hope, mj Haaen, mj ooea fa i t rhicfr. 
On th«e aloae^ 011 nooe els I rdie : 
Only to thee I come to begge xeUde; 
In thee it is if I flull li-« or d^e. 

(Dea1£ST) resaember tis & Gift mcire rare, 
CONSTAKT to be, thm to be counted Faiae." 

(p. 19, $?. 4.) 

3> A Portzan. 
" Tvo f]parkli3g ttars c=ie ^o^de, pcie Ebooic^ 
Ytool vhcDoe Loce takes his Bnnds, his Shafts hi horn, 
Tvo riTsry A^c^ vhich thoag^ hid froos eft, 
Throcgh i^Se of Lxne, thrsog^ bne more Cure do thiMr : 
A chenie lip vith Isone imh mod vhi^a^ 
^ Here Ctf^ti rcgt wrhra isai Grare so bcJ^Li. 

VeniSQa tia! gnnr Hfisfn abooe ; 

Sdqw; wL>:£i do v>£ can oaov; iksr Sisae can Beit. 

Rig^: Marsarlte Fear> wtxh alvaxs Or»l f««K, 

A Voroe, that Har :f sdrt^ raVf^ ?:> f»«5l, 
A S3Bf> :ha£ caloes tbe xai^agofOK Sea, 
Aad Skae acre cieerc naket tbes vas voce to bee. 

Gfaae^ eased nisQe a y^ag and tszider yeare^ 
A &g:tSj Gss^ aad F»t ^^^^^ 
A Carrii^ {vte?e i:. ^err^t '"Virse; a^^#sa3*s, 
L«4es tha: Sf^aibs^ asd ye: ygV: viizaH, 
XoLben -li* Fej.hts, Efgrv^ ^.f'-'-'f, 

A= ss^Se ScKje ■ llli. a Bo£e r£=. 
A lovir 'nectar a ^j a jur; Har! : 

These ave tne v^caus wxjdk I frm-i'w i ^aadk 
Which Hnnyw k I^-ri htie &Z3&5£ 17 rnr/OT Art : 
AH 'ItSt I iBts taj.^^i* : liic -itj r'-*^ 
My Kate H aao^^ iry Kiri is •crskit to Kmc." 

JCv it. f to 4- r 

4. Tscr-s:^ arc"! fg i ir , 
*• Too ««£3 i arm tsd I r.cacSc tie ksse.. 
Thai 300 j'^fse s bt Tir^a-f Licr=i 
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And I, QIC bold, prdTonie too high t'afpire : 

Yet ftiO (me thinkes) mine Ayme, being not bafc, 

I flMold defcnie fome little tynie Grace." (p. 21, st. 2.) 

5. Yeanling in Absence. 
'* Ak kftd not ReafoB my Defires re&ainde, 
I had, arr JTmt^kis deare Smeraigne, fcene ere this, 
Wbole Grace I kjn^t (but booties) to haoe gainde, 
The Qolj ioy I in this worid would wiih. 

Radicr aranld I lee thofe chafte beautious Eyes, 

Then chnfe to be in matdileffe Paradife." (p. 21, st. 4. ) 

6l Alternations. 
** My hart is grien'd caufe it doth dilagree : 
For whilft my Minde to lone ha doth deuife. 
And thinks her wocthie honored for to bee, 
A Sdainfon thought through Hatred doth arife, 

Which skonies y* one fo rich, a Theefe fliuld proue, 
That one fo Faire^ a Murtherefle is in looe." 

(p. 22, st 2.) 

7. Brilliant Beanty. 
For whilst he giues his minde attentiuely, 
And ftndieth to matdi Nature with his Art, 
Maikii^ her Feature with a watchfuH eye. 
To pwtny foith moft liudy every part : 

Such bnghtnes comes from her, fuch gliftring rayes. 
As he*s ftndc blinde, and darkned goes his wayes.'* 

(p. 23, St. 2.) 

8. A young mother — portents. 
*' Bright were the Heauens, and huflit was euery winde, 
Cleere was the day, when as mine Alba faire, 
Brought forth with ioy {iMcina being kinde) 
A daintie Babe» for feature paffing rare. 

Adorning all the world with this glad wdth, 
A gift t'enrich the WorW, Vs, and her fel£ 

\Vhat time (he was in trauell of this Childe, 

No thunder, lightning, nor no ftorme was heard : 

But all was quiet, peaceful!, calme and milde. 

As if the skies t'offend her were afeared, 

Whilil th*earth attended on her, and the Sea, 
As though they (laid at her command to be. 

Then did the Windes (not vfing fo before) 

A gentle gale blow calmely euery where. 

And fild the blisfull Aire with fweetes great (lore : 

Each bird and fowle (hewing a merry cheere, 
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Whilft dat Udl Day a double Beantie found. 
One from the Smme, the other here on ground. " 

(p. 24, St I to 3.) 

9. Castle in the Air. 
" My moandz^ Minde, my neoer ftaide Conceit 
Hath baik a (lately Caftle in the Aire : 
Wludi loue his li^tning Fire, nor his fierce thret. 
Not Fate, nor Foitnne, nor oi^t eife doch fieare. 
Foimded it is rpon two nnmiog Wheeles, 
The Gates of dnil and winde (din tnmii^ redes.) 

TboiLaQds of Motes are digd aboot the fame. 

Which are capriiioos Homon food and Toyes : 

The Skoals aixi Guards thereof Hopes dead and Tune ; 

The Food therein preparde, iaUie fleeting loycs ; 
The fencing Walles are fraade of fierce Dciire, 
Which dreads nor Sczs, nor earth, nor force, nor fire. 

The Armovrs, framed are in rvrnm^ Head, 

Of focLih Boldnes, and of penfioe Fcare, 

Whidi Xone knoves bov they (hcmld be nonaged. 

Nor bow the iame gainft others ri^ to beaie : 
TLe Shoe, Mzniiion, and Anillerie, 
Are diacn Tbcogfats whkh in the Fande lie. 

The Caf^r-Iaar dtxh fight agnail hiafeUe, 
Har2g nceght eSs his foddaen for to par, 
Bzi vi± Amhidoo whicii is all his weahh : 
lai^ lbs my f*2le, az>d mark my firmetl ftaj. 

O LcTK how long katme ihaH I in thy Scfaoole? 

The more I Searae, I (fUSi doe prose more Foo&e." 

(pu 2fi,st. I to 4.) 

la The Skies. 
" SwE± nung Spheans; cheese bmmg Lamps daoM; 
Tbit virh y9=r heaacs <f3%nce the g^orioss Sane : 
Faire la-Wn br wfech I to Heaaes c£sae, 
Aar: j'jzx \'T^itx tiiis rare oocric dsc nxae. 
Al, -fzrx. rrkkTy r.r-ier y^ x€:sm. 
Tog l2te <ls xici^tt icy >:& yx. !ben ibaZI nocrae.* 

(p. 27, 12. t.\ 

II*. Ixwe't Fo<^ 
" Fee^ag mj jaae <9c*w yoa from hence me gsae) 

W'2:z. fveec Rrram^rcce fore pc5ed Icy.* (tf. 3, B. 3 and 4)^ 

II. Lcnpc'f Rage, 
Ssid TcareSr froic sy iw^fau Han doe fobbc; 
7^rs& fori. iL . jugg wacxae Lyes by Sotiov kibde : 
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If JOT into LoTKs pads by ch^kz 
Where be doth wsHec; snd pcrie tbinke to fiade ; 
In rune then doe joa ftixre ahrode, in rune 
Yen lofe jocr tramTr, hbonr Kid jom pame^ 

For whilil the wnj Tnto an Hnmoor nev 
Yo« open wklc^ fierce Aua fhntteCh dole 
Her breaA from meroe, "^^^Ttg me to rew. 
And for your Frimdfhip, coonts joa as her foes : 

Wheiein» (he doA a damd FmipU (bow; 

Forcing her Hart gainft Confcicnce here to goe. 

Then wolnll teares what win foa doe as now? 

Love's dead and gone, all pitie is ezilde : 

Skomd is mj Cooftande and ioyaU Vow. 

And through Diidaine I daily an reoilde. 

My Hopes are hlailcd, and as withered feeme, 
Whilft imi DiiQsnces (hew before me greene. 

(p^ 29^ sL I to 3.) 

IX Another Portrait 
" Thy whitenes (Alba) I may well compare 
To ZWftf, when no dowde doth her obfcnre : 
Thy haires to Pkabus ligfatnii:^ in the Aire, 
When he doth (bine with greater Lnfler pore. 
Thy ^amond eyes, like a froftie Night, 
Where fparkling ftars doe (booting take their flight 

Hiy cheekes Aurora like, when with her Dew, 

The Rofe and Lillie flie doth fprinkle fweete : 

Refembling drops that feeded Pearle doe (hew. 

As if that double Beautie did them greete. 

Thy Hand, no hand, it is the daintie Clone, 
Whicb Pjycha ware, when (he was wed to Love." 

(p. 31, St. I and 2.) 

13. Sleep and Dreams. 
" Come gentle fleepe (fweet (leepe) my welcome Frend, 
Come comfort me with (hadow o( my Loue, 
And her, in vilion quickly to me fend, 
For whom there griefes and bitter pangs I proue. 
Black Night be thou far darker then thou art, 
Thy chifed Deautie is to be mod darke. 

By thee my peace and pleafure doth arife, 
Whild I through thy deceit (yet liking me) 
Doc fecme to icy wilh her in louely wife, 
Although from hence (God knowes) far off Hie be. 

Such is the plearure that herein I take, 

As more I could not ioy, were I awake. 
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Thou fhewfl to me the trammels of her Haire, 

Clept ScALA COELI, locks of pure Delight : 

Her fnowy Neck, the caufe of my fweete Care ; 

Her eyes like Saphires fparkling in the night : 
With other fights, vnfeemly to be knowne : 
Al thefe fweet fleep, through thee to me are fhowne.** 

(p. 33, St. I to 3 ) 

14. Love-Warnings. 
" Alba thinkft thou, thy Mouth (hall Hill be May, 
And that Ihy Colour frefh, dill faire will be? 
That Time and Fortune will not weare away 
Beaulie, which God and Nature lends to thee? 

Yes, yes, that white and red, thy Cheekes now (how. 
Shall quicklie change, and blacke and yellow grow. 

The Giniper the longer it doth flower, 
The older (till it waxeth, bowing dill, 
And that fweete face of thine, which now hath power 
Whole worlds with wondering at the fame to fill, 
Shxdl (though it now fauns blemi(h be) a Staine, 
Hereafter with thicke wrinckeled C lifts rcmaine. 

Great care to keepe this Beautie fraile mu(l be, 

Which we (God knowes) a fmall time doe enioy, 

Doe what we can, we lofe it fuddenle ; 

Why, then, being courted (houldft thou fecmc fo coy. 
Fortunes wings made of Times feathers neere (lay. 
But eare thou them canft meafure, flit away. 

Then be not ouer hard, like changeles Fate, 

But let my Cries force thee (at laft) relent. 

Doe not oppofe thy felfe too obftinate 

Gainft him, whofe time to honor thee is fpent : 

Ah let me fpeake the trueth (though fomewhat bold) 
Though now th'art yong, thou one day mud be old. 

(p. 38, St. I to 4). 

15. Despair. 
'* Teares I did (hed, but teares I (hed in raine ; 
Vowcs I did make, my Vowes (he did reietfl ; 
Prayers I oflred. Prayers (he did difdaine ; 
Prefents I fent, but them (h* would not accept 

If teares, vowes, prayers, nor prefents can doe good, 
What then remaines, but for to o(fer blood ? " 

(p. 41, St 2.) 

16. Swid Doom. 
** A kinde of Pitie tis, quickly to kill." (p. 41, st 4.) 



Inlr0dmcti0m. 



* Tlic fvcct ueica bf a acg ^ tky iftat «f fove. 
Hi* oalf coapuioii s «C ay <Icm lii^ 
Tby pfcfeace wss vUck afate I atei; 
My pttrAdi-'e and pUoe of iof anA file. 

So I alnoc am not. tboogli Noac's witli 

Ao ) wu ia llcaaea, wbes 1 tkj Ckc <Sd fee.** 

(pL gL 

il AU Naiofc mrokeiL 
' Yc raUcyi deep withoaictt boltOM fgaad ; 
Ye llUt that match wtth hc^cjbt Uk afoic due ; 
Ye Cauct by Natorc boUow mder CRMOkl. 
Where quiet rei\ aod itlenoe alwaiet Ik, 

I'hoa ciocHny Aire whtdi cuer to the Bght 
Itrini^lt darknes Aill, bat ocncr chea&U l%ht. 

Yc uncouth Paths, yc foUtarie walks 
Ye brcackncck Kocks noA ghaOlie for to fet^ 
Yc dreadlull Deal where aeucr any ftalkj» 
Aii«l where fcarcc htfling Serpenti dare to bee : 

Ye fatal! Vaolu where mordred Cotka lie. 

Haunted with hatdiill rpritct cootinaallir, 

Ye WildemeflTeft and ye Dcferts wilde, 
Yc Hranf^ie Sh<'>re« nere jrct inhabited* 
Yc I'Urr^ from all plcafuret quite exilde. 
Where fad Melancholy and Griefe is fled. 

Ilearc me, who am a (hadow and a GhoA, 

I)am<l with ctcrnall forrow to be cro(L 

Hear me, fmce I am come for to hcwaile. 

Motigfl you, my Faith, my Conflande. and Loue, 

I ho{>e with my luwd Crie^ and drcrie Tale, 

Though not the Ilcaufn*, yet Hell at leaft to moue : 
Since more the Gricfes are which within me grow, 
Then Hcaucn hath pleafurcs, or Hel, Plagues below. 

(p. 44, »t I to 4.) 

19. The Al^s. 

* My ioylci Hart a troubled Spring is like, 
Which from the tops of matchlcs AIjks mofl hie, 
Kalln with a mi^htic noifc downc headlong right, 
Hy vncouth rtony waycs mod tlrcadfully, 

Where all his IIoik-s he in the Deepe doth drownc : 
A fatall fignc of foituucs hcauie frowne. 

I)aike |»itchic clnudcs of huj;ic Mountaincs ftccjvc, 
The Icftlcrt part «lo hi<le from Sunny hcatc : 
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Seeld any winde of Pitie there doth fleete. 

Them to diflblue, their thicknes is fo great 

For no calxne Aire of gentle Loue doth blow. 
Where fwelling Anger frets in furious (how. 

Thence doth my Tributarie Hart forth fend 
Through peable Aones, now here, now there along, 
A little Brooke into the Sea to wend, 
As (igne that I my dutie would not wrong : 

For Alba mine, (Degree aboue Compare) 

A laige Sea is of fundrie Beauties rare. 

(p. 46, St I to 3.) 

20. Smallest Grace. 

" And yet my fute is fmall, fmall b the Grace 

That I defire, (for fomewhat I deferue) 

Tis only for to die before her face, 

From whom in Dutie (yet) I nere did fwerue : 
That fhe might know my life doth me annoy, 
Vnles I might her company enioy.*' (p. 53, st. 4.) 

21. A third Portrait 

" As (he lookes now, fo lookes the Moone in skies, 
When mongft the gloomie clowdes portending raine. 
She with the watrie horned head forth pries. 
Spreading abroade her dewie beames amaine : 
So we Aurora vfe for to depaint, 
Mongll palifh violets, when (he looketh faint 

Pitie is mizt with griefe in her laire face, 

And Griefe with Pitie in the fame conioyne, 

Where Love (though fick) fits with a lonely grace. 

In midil of fickly palenes in her eyne. 

Sicknes it felfe fo louely nere did looke. 
But ilnce her Inne in Albas bread ihe tooke. 

That (lately Haughtines (he had before. 
Now changde is bto low Humilitie : 
And that fame glance that failhles was of yore. 
Now (aithfull (heweth and full of Loyaltie. 

So with her Colour if (he did cruell take. 

Yet Pitifull her Palenes doth her make.*' (p. 5$, st 2 to 4.) 

22. Shew not Reality — pleading. 

To thee £irre off (from mc) thefc (ighs I fend, 
To thee farre off from Loue, I, neere to die, 
To know if thou thy felfewill minde wilt mend, 
Defifling from thy hatefull Crueltie. 

H 
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Bamtk if it be milde, it b renoand ; 
If it be proud, a fonle leproch tis foond. 

TIkni makfl a ibev as if tboa wonldfl be kinde : 

Bat tis a (hadow, not a fnbftance right : 

For mmming Tnto triall ftnigfat I findc^ 

Thy idainliill chad lookes pnts my Hope to flight : 

Whilft thoo doll feeme at thde my Woes to grieue, 

Vet them with fnccoor neaer dofl relieae. 

Thy Griefe (far me) a paffion's in a play, 

Wludi men doth raoifh with Mdancholy : 

But a^Ud once, and out of fight away. 

In minde, no longer there doth flay, but dy : 
Thou art the Adlor playing fuch a part, 
My griefes neere deeply pearce into thy hart. 

0 would I could firom Reafons Court obtaine, 
A Superfedeas, Love for to remoue. 

From out my Breaft to thee, to eafe my paine. 
That thou the force thereof a while mightft proue. 

But Deilnie wils that I thy flaue do (lay, 

And fo I will, who bound is, muil obey." (p. 58, st I to 4.) 

23. Vain Ambition. 
** Th* 3ruie that climing vp by th* elme doth runne, 
Neuer can get hold of the beames of Sunne.'* (p. 61, st. 2.) 

24. No Hope. 
** All thefe, and many another worfer grief e, 
Are no fuch plagues as is that Marble Hart, 
(That Marble Hart) that yeelds me no reliefe, 
Nor euer fought fome comfort to impart. 

The refolution of the Heauens, nor any Time, 
Can make (that Breafl ) to yeeld to my Defigne.*' 

(p. 64, St. 3.) 

25. Bracelet-enchantment. 
** Thrlfe trebble bleffed Bracelet, rich in prife, 

1 cnuie not thy perlie fret, nor golde. 
But fortune thhie, becaufe in happie wife. 
The place of perfe<Sl pleafure thou doft holde. 

About that wrift thou turned and windft fo oft, 
More white then Snow, then thiftle down more foft. 

Bafe mindes loue Golde : tis not thy (jolddl ileeme. 

For this I onely value thee at much, 

Becaufe an Ornament th'art to be feene. 

Of her white Hand yclept of right Nonesvch : 
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Nones VCH indeede, whofe Beautie is fo rare, 
As nere the like, attainde the perfe<Sls Faire. 

This is the caufe fo highlie I thee rate, 

As all the golden Mines of Indian Ground, 

Nor Seas of Pearle can counteruaile thy (late. 

Wherein thou art this prefent to be found : 
And, if that trueth I (hall confeffe indeede, 
The wealth of all the world thou doll exceede. 

But when I marke, how by flrange cunning Art, 
Faire louelie Haires, with Pearle and Golde oonioyne, 
A pleafing ioy doth feize vpon my Heart, 
Whileft with flrange pleafures, Fancie feeds my mind : 
So as (fweete Bracelet) thou doft rightly proue, 
To be th* enchantment of bewitching Love." 

(p. 68, St. I to 4.) 

26. The Miserable. 
** No fweeter Mufick to the Miferable, 
Then is Defpayre : therefore the more I feele 
Of bittemes, of forrow fower and fell. 
The more of Sweetnes it doth feeme to yeeld. 
Vaine I efteeme my life, all libertie, 
Since I do want mine Albas Companie." (p. 71, st. 3.) 

27. A love-gift. 

** Thice precious purfe, by daintie Hand y wrought. 
Of Beauties Firft Borne, Fauours rightfull Heire, 
Not for a world of wealth, purchafl or bought. 
But freely giuen (for Loue) by Alba faire : 

Giuen to me, vnworthie of the fame. 

As one not meriting fo great a Gaine. 

Tis not the richnes hereof, though tis much, 

Nor rarenes of the worke furpaffrng skill, 

That I account of, though that it be fuch, 

As euery eye, with mafement it doth fill : 

But caufe tVas made by that Alconquering Hand, 
Whofe becke, eue Loues own felf doth countermad." 

(p. 72, St. I and 2.) 

28. Hankerchicf. 

" Ah happie Handkercher, that keepil the figne, 
(As only Monument vnto my Fame) 
How deare my Loue was to fweet Alba mine. 
When (fo) to (hew my Loue (he did me blame. 
Relique of Love I do not enuie thee, 
Though whom thy Mafter cannot, thou doft fee. 
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Onlj let me tntreat thb Fnoar fmsn, 

V^'bell ta bcr domber sD alone by dmcet 

Open bcr prctie Cukct for fone work (he flaB, 

Aad bap her eye on tbce mvarcs to gbme : 

Ab, tbes the colovr of bcr £ux but Btrfc^ * 
And Iboa by tbal (halt know bcr inwaid bart. 

If (be (ball blii(h, aad Kriene, tbee lb to viev, 
Aad viftly call on tbee a piteoos eyc^ 
It b a iifne bcr loae contiaacs tree. 
And that ber fritb (be docb not frUifie. 

Ab, tbcn (afrdh) (her £utb mm fime to awae) 

Bleed tboo againe» far to muaebcr Loae. 

Bat if (be (fceiag tbce) no accoaat doth aiafcc, 

Fltngiag tbee here and there vitboat ifgnd : 

Knov tbea ezpticd it my looiag Date, 

If y Hope deoeia'd, aiy Fortane oner banL 
Vet if (be docb bat (igbiag lay to tbee^ 
(Saiely) (Karevell dcaie Suvaxt) b^ipfo Bee." 

(p. 7S.it. I to 4.) 

J9l Dcfpondcacy. 

Tbofe ebboQ windowcs fwcete, tbofe dKcrfnll cycs» 

Where Lovi (at Lavvgh and fwcde looke on) doth play» 

Are on the faddca cbang*le in (Irangie wife. 

And do inftlaincs EnC^ae t^nft me) difpUy \ 

I>arke now tbey (ecme, and (over, ore paffing bad. 
Making laj Ule feeoke to aie black and £m1 

Tbote cbecrfiiU eyes vbicb woot to comlbft aie. 

And to mj hun^rie foate yedd noorilbaieat, 

Denie bm foode, nor will they pleaied be. 

But mew ne Tp» as (lanielio^ clofciy pent. 

My walks I Tide, which (aire and eafie were, 
Are Itopt with blood-dtawins briblea cnery where. 

M J ciafcd bart thus skocnevi for bis Loae 
And plagade with prood difdaine and sdainfoH Pride, 
WaUn to as wonld a Rock (tboagh ftinde) atoae : 
Nor better cv^n'c bath this l>iiig^ace to bide, 

Then t'ichs and Teaics« which forth be fends apace. 
And (daaincd Uke) dill bc^ bat acre finds grace. 

Swtcte llat of my wcakc totttix^ life nic Islne, 
lUlinr to my wv^unvls. auvl CorvluiII to my g r i cfe . 
Light mv vUiVnct^ Iv* u>t iVmxdc, miUe Calmc; 
Kaie tv« mr ^>aUK'» au^) to ioy xtant. Kc!iefe. 
Ah \^ ho !ulh iix^w (AnJ that lo lUvid^nly) 
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Poore wafted Hart that wandreft not aftray. 
Although thy Pearle her orient colour change : 
Thou, which in thy firil Faith vnftained doft (lay. 
Although (he from her plighted tow doth range. 

Ah, where are now thy cheerfuU daies of Hope ? 

Thy Lines line, Loue, what wretched hid hath broke ? " 

(p. 76, St I to 4; p. 77, 8t I.) 

30. Longing in Exile. 
** O that I were where bides mine Alba faire, 
Whofe perfon to polTelTe is pleafure fuch, 
As driues away all melancholy Care, 
Which doth the Hart through Griefs impreflion touch : 
"Whofe louely Locks All do more curious deeme, 
When they mofl cardes to be drefTed feeme. 

Her fweet Lookes mod alluring be, when they 
Moil chafle do feeme in modefl glancing (how : 
Her words, the more they vertuoufly do way, 
The more (in count) for amorous they go : 

Her drefiing fuch as when negleifled mofl, 

She's thought as then to haue bellowed mofl coil. 
Sweet Fortune, when I meet my louely Treafure, 
Dafli my Delights with fome fmall light diigrace, 
Left I (enioying fweetnes boue all meafure) 
Surfet without recure on thy faire face. 

Her wonted coyneffe let her vfe a while. 

My fierce Defire by Diet to beguile. 

Left with the fulnes of my ioyes, abate 

The fweetnes, and I perifh ftraight before 

I do poffefle them, at too deare a rate. 

But foft (Fond Icarus) how high wilt foare : 

Thon dreameft I think, or foulie doft miftake, 
I dreame indeed, Ah might I neuer wake." 

(p. 78, St. I to 4.) 

31. The Hawk and Lure. 
Like as the Hawke caft from the Faulkners fift. 
Freed from the Mew doth (ioyfull) take his flight, 
Soaring aloft in th'aire as beft him lift, 
Now here, now there, doth finde no fmall delight, 

£nio]ring that, which Treafures all doth paffe, 

(His libertie) wherefore he prifoner was. 

But when th'acquainted Hollow he doth heare. 
And feeth the Lure caft forth him home to traine. 
As one obedient full of awfull fbare, 
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He leaaes Ids ^lit» snd bflKkimd tames againe, 
QncSng in aiKxot boods Ibr to be booDd, 
For fiuiUes to bis Laid be wffl be found : 

So (Alui) tboc^ I v^GO, otbcnrbile, 

I>o mne abrode, and ocber Ladies court. 

Seeking the time witb pleafnres to beguile. 

And oft my feUe witb mxxds of couife do fport, 
Difiembfing witb Diffemblen conninglie. 
As is tbe gaii^ witb tongue^ witb band, and Eye. 

Vet wben 1 tbinlM? vpon tli^ ftot diuine^ 
Tby Beaatie cals me bome, ibraigfat as a Lore, 
All otber baniOiing from Hart of mine. 
And in Lotbs Bands totbee dotb binde me fore. 

And finoe my Fakb, and Fates do fo ordaine, 

I am content tby i»ifoner to remaine. 

Wbere aze tbofe Haiies fo lonely Browne in (bow? 

Wbere is tbat fiiowy Mount of Inorie wbite? 

Witb damage Rofe wbcre do tbe Lfllies grow ? 

Wbofe Colouis & wbofe fweetnes All ddi^t? 

Wbeie are tbole dieerfull Ligbts, Lamps of deere Loue 
WberetDy a beantious Heancn dotb alwaies moue." 

(P.79»st I to 4; p.8c^8t I.) 

32. Homage. 

To tbee (Deare Faire) tbat makft me &re amifle, 

To tbee my Coddle I my pnyeis make. 

And prc^liate fidl before tby Skrim of Blijfe^ 

CnaiDg of tbee, tbat tbem in wortb tbou take, 
Wbileft I to tbee my Hart in bumble wife, 
Vpon tby beantious Altar iacrifife." (p. 86, st I.) 

33. Can*t surcease to love. 
*' Support my feeble Tbougbts, tbat fcarfe can moue. 
For tbou wert wont, fucb, better to commend, 
Wbo would perfifl more loyall in tbeir Lone, 
And perfeuere ynto tbe lateft end, 

Tben tbofe, wbo wbe Loues coorfe tbey gan to run. 
Would giue it ore, before halfe way were done. 

I cannot doe fo, for my longing Hart, 

Is knit in tbine, in fuch perfe(5tion flrange. 

That Death thefe twaine in funder cannot part. 

Nor length of Time, nor Places diAant change : 
Thy Biautious Vnfue^ Veriucus BeauiU tis, 
Tbat mokes me ioy in noy, take Bale for blis." 

(p. 87, St. 2 and 3.) 
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54- Love-Ietany. 
" Now that my weary fpirits do mnne their race. 
To thofe tranfplendent Lamps of Alba faire : 
And gazing there (in vaine) do plead for grace, 
Leauing their ancient lodging nakte and bare. 
She as their Foe (lands on her Brauerie, 
And pafTage to their Entrance doth denie.'* (p. 89, st i.) 

35. Love's Armour. 
Againfl her wrath He true and Humble be. 
For Faiths my Fence, my Shield's, Humilitie." 

(md., St. 4, U. 5» 6.) 

36. Parting. 
** So great a griefe did neuer pearce the Hart, 
Of any louing Mother ouer kinde. 
When (he her only fonne readie to part. 
Doth fee to forraine Countrie gaind her minde, 
LoAng the (lafTe of her old Age and (lay, 
On whom the Hope of all her Comfort lay. 

As wofiiU I, when I thofe louely Eyes 
Saw to looke back, which I (hould fee no more 
Of many daies, and when in pitious wife, 
They (hewd by fignes Our parting grieu'd them fore, 
Ah when her la(l looke backe on me (he cad, 
Then, then, I thought I (hould haue breath'd my lad. 

Yet for my Harts fake did my fpirits reuiue, 

And life once more recouered they againe, 

Whild daring ader her I kept aliue. 

And thought that I (not feeing her) faw her plaine. 
Long time my Powers were got into my fight, 
Deluding me with pleafmg falfe Delight." (p. 93, st I to 3. 

37. Physicians useless. 
*' Sick in my lothed Bed I langui(h (ad, 
Nor can my learned Do<5lor help me ought, 
His cunning now is at the lated cad, 
Yet he no eafe to crafed me hath brought 

And marueile none though he no helpe can finde, 

Sicke am I not hi Bodie, but in minde." (p. 96, st. i. 

38. Lady-love ill 
" Pure luorie white, with fpot of Crimfon red, 
Where Beauties Firft Borne lay the perfe<a Molde, 
Or like Aurora rifmg from her Bed, 
Bach was mine Alba foire for to beholde. 



:?aca Sfce, when. She loodj Lotk cb« 

Tie Cimfmoui Glory ^ Cmguards FTeqfit^Sha^ 

^ BOfv thtt Cjii^ fiure hath diangde his gr^ 

rteasiL Bmmu^ Faur^ (deadly in his kinde} 

And Sailm Paiema fUined hath that Face, 

To witoB the Pnze for Fauour was afTinde, 
Sidte is my Lad}\ ficke is all Delight, 
And brighteft Day is tumde to darkcft Night 

F'Xtnne hath {U>Iiie firom Alba, tooke from Lote, 

FmB bim the takes his Solace, Sport and Play ; 

From Her her BeauiU which (he would improne, 

iUii to her fclle, would (fafely) it conuay. 
^aa%Pit^ibxiCnidl{eeine& to be 
^^Ai fa bs Biindenes (heweth that (he can fee. 

Ail'^ Ardnr dake as J^JcUi in any Good ; 

^ ir «e Ha% as Argut, fall of Eyes, 

^ ncord ihrw, a Ttger 6eioe and wood : 

JLk ^ » me & s hauU in piteoas wife. 

Saae She, hf diawu^ Beantie from that ph ry^ 
QBsndc hs± nT Fieiv ^ ede me fir a fpace.** 

(p. » St 1 to 4.) 

HeBl dring. 
>!t Bsoie Itts Deathbed, fkke^ did lye^ 
Calh^ Ttwe prau Alsa bat in Yaine ; 
T«» CjwT iht. {for pAiie) it did crie, 

faac 1Utia}K' thR^h R^or of Difdaine. 
Sr » ^ Sse 1^ tfeag) it could not bide, 
iMK CMS Tp the GhoA, and fo he dide. 

^ ^Tii^wTof bad Fortune hard, 
it^-fcn^ i ^saeidie was conuaide, 
\ it ^asr ai FasMrals preparde, 
41 T>mk -^IjraUie iVas laide. 

GficSe; Sofow, Care, and Feare, 
\*iJiii il&Mat the chiefeR mourners were. 

^Wft- ^"^^ of Tcaies were flied ; 
>>i*>Ks.AiciS»i^«»f ^Jcleareand bright, 
• U. tsV^^HCwtffcie milled. 
V --stc^t j-Uift^hic rj- v wofiiU fight 
Nik «^ ^""^ VhiRi, 

♦it* * SifcAt «i *HunaU Saunt 

ilK V>N«Wlk ^^xvX was 

W vVi>^ An^«>K iharpe & keene, 
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The Epitaph (for fach as by fhoold pas) 
Was thus fubfcribde» and carued to be feene. 

Loe here that gentle Hart entomhde doth lie^ 

Whoni cruell Alba cav/eles forft to die*' 

(p. lopist ito4.) 

4a Pasaon. 
** Vohappie Pilgrim I, borne still to euill 
To shrine her for a Saint, who is a Deuill." (p. iia, st. 4.) 

41. Friendship. 
When Beautie fickneth, then De/ire doth die, 
Fauor doth Tade mod flouring in his prime, 
Then Lovs doth ebbe, when flowes AduerftHe^ 
But Friend/hip bides out euerie flormie Time, 

(p. 113, sL I, IL 1 104.) 

42, Respect. 

" (Ladie) I hope no line is here fet downe^ 
Sauns awfull looking backe vn to your froume** 

(p. 116, St. 2, 11. 5, 6.) 

43. Heaven. 

Thou, then (halt be, whereas the BUffed are, 
pure = Poore Soule, mongfl SouUs, mongft S^rs, a brightfome Starred* 

(p. 121, St 4, IL 5, 6.) 

/ 44. Living Death. 

** Thou LiPE which Life art calde, and yet art Death. 
Thou Death, which Death art termde, and yet art Ufe^ 
Say ; which of you maintaine my vitall breath, 
Within this wretched Vale of Worldly ftrife? 

Say, which prolongs my Life^ mod of you Twainc? 
Or thou Life, or thou Death : (ay both the (ame. 

Wherefore, what ere he be, that meanes to ioy 
This other Life that is CeUJUaU^ 
He mud not fcome (to fcape from worlds annoy) 
Nor thinke it much, to come when Death (hall calL 
For Death, not Life, doth help vs at the end, 
Life is our Foe, but Death, our deared Friend." 

(p. 123, St. I and 4.) 

45. Heavenly Beauty. 
" This earthly Beautie doth the Sence delight, 
But Heauenly Beautie doth the minde more pleafe : 
The one the World hath as an Object right, 
And feekes the World to pleafure with fwcet eafe : 

I 
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Bat th'othcr hath lehouah for hir gMe, 
Nor (he for any but for him doth pafle." 

(p. 126, St. I.) 

46. Earthly Beauty. 
*• Faire Peade^ fine golde, bafe excrements of th*earth ; 
What's BeauHe, but a little WhiU and Red? 
Reuiaed with a little liuely Breathy 
With Wmde^ or Sunne^ or Sicknes altered ? 

AD this doth Time confume and bring to nought. 
And all what ere into this world is brought 

The fiureft Colours drie and Tanifli (hall ; 
The/w^ muft pack as well as doth the Olde: 
AU moitall things to mortall death muil fall. 
And therefore firft were cail in earthly molde. 

That which doth fioriih greene as grafle to-day, 
To morrow withereth like to dried Hay." 

(p. 127, sL 3 and 4.) 

47. The Sence. 
The Semct doth bume with L(mes Ynperfe(5l wc^ks," 

(p. 126, St. 2, L I.) 

48L Eraneacence. 
Tht iairest Flower must wither with the weed, 
Wliat 90 doth liac^ to die was first decreede." (p. 128^ st. 2.) 

49l Immortality. 

A^Miodyrth ill, dyes ; who dieth well, neuer dies, 

1^ )tne$ a lifeaboue Etemallie : 

IJ^ke gocvi E:ias^ who in wondrous wife, 

VYa* ftvMn bafe Earth tooke vp to Hue in skie : 
\Thcw bide Th* elect of Chrijt for euer bleft, 
\% Alvahams bofome there for aye to red. 

(p. 128, st 4.) 

t>s>c >{*NJ^ttv>ns — which might be abundantly and 
^«^vt:^> WsWi^ — vindicate for Tofte his own utmost 
.l^.^isA A V><^v>- rl^« England's great Antiphoa He 
>:>*\v< N^>Shtingale/ but he was the 'Robin Red 
s^w>* V xV'^q;:^^'^*^^ ^ Ti^xsi^ and re-name himself. 

v^Vva' KxNAvkr will have observed Italian-derived 
X Jk^ '^^^ following details of most 

J^y. 4s\\5*<aM<\ together with related things. Some 
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very sensible remarks on the impropriety of thus adulterat- 
ing the English tongue will be found in Puttenham's Art of 
Poefie (b. iii, f, 22). 

Page 3, st 2, 1. I, daim = dignify ; so the Italian, dignare, 
is used occasionally. 
„ 23, st 1, 1. 3, doth hisdutie, U,, does his best = fa il suo 
dovere. 

„ 27, st 3, 1. 2, and in four other places, noy for annoy- 
ance = noia. Also used by Lodge. Vide Nares, s,v. 

„ 29, st 2, 1. I, humour^ moisture = umore (Latin humor). 

Also in Spenser, v, Richardson, s.v, ; and 
''Jmmorous night" is in Shakespeare, Romeo 
atul Juliet. 

„ 35, st 2, 1. ^.pover, poor=povero ; unless it be rather 
the French pauvre. 

»f 39> St. 3, 1. 3, prove, attempt = provare. 

„ 43, st 2, 1. 6, 0/ thy sweet sake. I can make nothing of 
this, unless sake is an eccentric translation of 
grazie, and Tofte meant of thy siveet grace. 

„ 51, st 1, 11. S, 6^ more . ... the more. A peculiar use, 

„ 54, St. 4, 11. 3, 4 > corresponding to the Italian, pih 

„ 67, st 1, 1. 6 J tanto piu (found in Dante), 

and to plus .... taut plus, in old French. Cf. 
also sharper . ... the shroder, p. 63, st 3, 11. 2, 3. 

„ 54, st 2, 1. 2, batulies, banishes = bandire. 

„ 56, st 1, 1. 6, expecting . . . when ; cf. the Italian, espettare 
. . . .c/ie; or the Latin, expectare dum, is nearer. 

n 63, st 2, 1. 6, disdained, disdainful = sdegnato. Add 
sdainfull = sdegnoso, p. 58, st 2, 1. 4, Sdeign is 
used by Spenser. 

„ 67, st 2, L 5, t/ie fart/ier I to find, ue,, from finding. In 
Italian the infinitive would be used as substan- 
tive, and Tofte has attempted to reproduce this 
in English. 

„ 68, st 2, 1. I, steeme, esteem = stimare, 

80, st 2, 1. 3, her straining beauties sight. See Notes 
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and IlhistrationsL Perhaps the expkination in 
the note is plausible enough for so fantastic a 
vriter as Tcrfte ; but it srrms possible that by 
s t rain i M g ' he meant strangie\ Italian strano oc 

ft^85, St I, L 2y€xtnct, extxaded = estratta 
„ 8S, sL 3, L i^fosU, placed = posta 
19 90^ sL 3, L I, SMj^^Ki, su^mion = sospetto. This, of 

course; is common contemporaneously and 

earlier. 

m St 4, L 2, disgrace; misfortune ^ di^;razia. 

IP 94,st3»L3,£riS9 set, is to be scene = i a vedere. 

Common at the time. 
1 19^ St I, L 4, comdoUy lament ; nearly = Italian con- 

dMtrsL 

The (bUowii^ may be added by way of supplement : 

(1) Verbs used as substantives according to the well- 

known Italian idiom : skhu, P- 2, L 2 ; denay, 
PL 4I» st I, L 4 ; cempare^ p. 46, sL 3. L 5. 

(2) Verbs ending tsr: ruma t is e , p. 17, st 2, L 3, ; memorise, 

Pl iS, St I, L 2 ; ijtroMmse, p. 32, st 2, L I, and p. 
63, St I, L 6; smbielUse,^. 32, st 2, L 3 ; haroldise, 
p. 42, st 4, L S ; cammise, p. 42, st 4, L 6 ; mtrorise, 
pL 54, st 4, L 5 ; adalierise, p. 63, st i, L 5 ; poliiize, 
p. 65, St 3, L I ; temporise^ p. 65, st 3, L 3 ; serenis- 
p. 66, St 3, L 2 ; anatomise, p. 73, st 4, 1. 5, and 
p. 95, st 4* L 5 ; envemmise, p. 85, st 4, L 6 ; in- 
dmratise, p. 86^ st 2, L 5 ; retranquillize, p. 86, st 2, 
1. 6 ; saianise, p. 132, st 4, L 5. 

Of these sixteen verbs, five^ or perhaps six, are 
English now ; but in those days the use of such 
verbs >vas reckoned as a badge of Italianism. 
Nash, in the epistle prefixed to the second edition 
of CArist^s Tears aver Jerusalem, 1594, writes: 

" Others object unto me the often coyning of 

Itaiionate verbs, which end all in ize, as mummi- 
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aniee, tympanise^ tirannize, My ubraided 

Italionate verbs are the least crime of a thousand^ 
since they are grown in general request with every 
good poet Besides, tliey carrie farre more state 
with them then any other, and are not halfe so 
harsh in their desinence as the old hobling Eng- 
lish verbes ^ding in r ; they expresse more then 
any other verbes whatsoever, and that [kind of] 
substantives would be quite barraine of verbs, but 
for that ending." (Reprinted by J. P. Collier, in 
preface to his reprint of Harvey's New Letter of 
Notable Contents^ 

(3) Words which have a syllable added on at the end, prob- 

ably to satisfy an ear accustomed to the Italian 
endings in 0 and tf, though the affixes are Teutonic^ 
not Italian. This is by no means peculiar to Tofte. 
The instances I have noted in Alba are: devoutfull, 
stra^igie^ calmie, htigiey vastie, cooly, blacksome, para- 
disedy palish. If the above alternative explanation 
of straining, p. 80, as = strange, is right, it is another 
instance of the same tendency. 

(4) And wanting blood. Paleness sits on my face, p. 56, 

St 2, 1. 2 ; 

Holding thee Deerey why sets by me so light, p. no, 
St I, L 3. 

In each of these lines the first clause is what is 
called a nominativii pendens ; a construction into 
which a man might be entrapped by familiarity 
with the use of the present participle in Italian, 
which itself seems a relic of the Latin ablative 
absolute. 

(5) The hyperbolical superlative found in Ariosto and other 

Italians, and very popular in England at the time. 
See Ben Jonson's frequent ridicule of it 
By vertue of her more then radiant beames, 

p. 57. St 3, 1. 4. 
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Thy spotless life, thy more tlian cliast desire, 

St 4, 1. 6. 

My love which is to thee more tlieti extrcame^ 

p. 95, St. 2, 1. 5. 
More tlien high time tis for thee to relent, 

p. 103, St. 3, 1. I. 

(6) The use of the infinitive without to, is perhaps also a 

trace of Italian influence. Instances are, seeke^ p. 
63, st 3, 1. 5 ; and prate, p. 104, st. 3, 1. i. 

(7) Of the numerous awkward inversions in which Tofle 

delights, I select those which seem most like 
Italian inversions: 

p. 64, St. 2, 1. 2, My willing minde to doe what 
wild Command, i.e., mind willing .... Command 
willed. 

p. 68, st 2, 1. 6, As nere the like attainde the 
perfects Faire, never the most perfect Faire 
(beauty) attained the like. 

P- 73> st 3, L 2, A quenchles burning this my 
secret Fire, my secret Fire [makes] a quench- 
les burning. 

p. 77, st 3, 1. 6, That opens wide the path of 
proud Disdaine, i>., that the path of proud disdain 
opens wide. 

p. 93, st I, 11. 3, 4, When she her only sonne 
readie to part, doth see to forraine Countrie gainst 
her minde, when she doth see her only son 
ready to part for foreign Country. 

p. 106, st 2, 1. 2, As merits due desart, i.e., as 
due desert merits. 

(8) Thy Bcantious Vertue, Vertnous Bcautie tis, &c., p. 87, st. 

3, 1. 5. This sort of hypallage (or whatever the right 
name of it may be) is an Italian peculiarity, eg, : 

Amorosa onestate, onesto amore. 

Con severa pieti grato rigore, 

Ed in alta umiltate umile altezza. 

(Annibal Caro.) 
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(9) P- 96, st 3, n. 5, 6, Img^ adj., Tfa}-nied to Icng^ verb. The 
r^ular rule of Italian versification is» that a word 
can rhsrme to another word the same in form and 
sound, but different in sense. This refinement 
does not seem ever to have taken root in England. 
I may dtc, however, the following from Gabriel 
Harvey (Tifc Trimming of Thomas XasA^ CoUier^s 
reprint; p. 27) : " It may be thou likest not these 
verses, for that they want riming words, and I ende 
both the verses with one word: no, Tom, noe, 
thinke not soe, bewray not so thy poetry, for that 
distich is best contrived, and most elegant, that 
endes both verses with one word, if they import 
a divers sense." 

We wind up with a few Gallicisms, 

3> St 3, 1. 2, novel, new = nouveau, nouvelle. 

„ 29^ st 3, L 4, reuilde, made vile, wrought low = Fr., 
ravili. 

f st 2, 1. 3, boun gree =4 bongre. 
( St. 4, L 2, outer-boldness is exactly outre = Gui- 
dance (also accepted in the English, v, Nares, s.v^ 
„ 61, st 4, L 5 ) the Cruel = la Cruelle (also found in old 
„ 92, st I, I 3 J English, and largely in old Scotch ; 

but everywhere a distinct Gallicism. 
» 73» cruelHsey a French form though not a French word, 
formed on the model of covetise. 

There are reminiscences of contemporaries in Alba, Thus, 
Spenser's Ruins of Romey or from Bellay himself, was 
undoubtably before him when he wrote thus : 

" Yon {lately Hils, you princelike Rains olde. 
Which proudly in your lad remainders (how. 
And who as yet the name of faire Rome holde, 
To whom did once the whole world homage owe. 
The place where (now) fo many Relikes lie. 
Of Holy foules honord for Chrifl to die. 



You Theaters, you Conquerors Arches fidre, 
Colofles huge, and mafsie Fillers great, 
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Xn8Bpin8l SSeowcs oC motb dbcB Gloiy 

Wl«e Vidorie wid^ poop did aks tUr lieMe : 

Toa aov are daft, c«Bfaa<lr (« fqcj tP ■a%fcL 

Tbovg^ cooqnaiiig War, doth make m time to cxmm; 
ftCanjr tlnngi iloiifli, and with Faioe to nfe : 
Yet m the end wfaen all is poft and done; 
Tiae dcch All this cnpfamc m fpitc^ vxfJe^ 

All ^l oom n eut s, all Mooarcfai that haae been. 

Time in the cx»d ddlrujes, azid wcazes out ckaae. 

(PL 37»«t I to 3.) 

Again Lord Vaux (Fuller Worthies Library editkMi^ p. 24). 

" Is this a life? naje death jon maie it call» 
That feeles each paine and knoweth no ioje at aD* 

if recalled by p. 32, st. 1. 11. 5-6 : 

Tbca death, not life, I may this UiUng call. 
Where ceafeles Noy, not ioy, doth me befialL'* 

So elsewhere. 

Once more — we read in Thomas Watson's *£/taTo/iira^ia^ 
Sonnet xlvii, thus : 

" More fierce is my fweete lotu^ more hard withall^ 
Then Beaft, or Birde, then Tree, or ftony wall" 

which is worked into p. 66, st 2, 11. 3-4, thus : 

" Shouldc haue a hart more cruell and more fell 
Then Tiger, harder then a ftony walL" 

These lines had already been transplanted bodily into 
Kyd's Spanish Tragedy. Further: At p. 91, cf. Sir Thomas 
Wyatt's Sonnet : 

*' Lyke unto these unmeasurable mountaines.*' 

I have an idea that a more intimate knowledge of con- 
temporary (minor) Italian Poets than I can pretend to, would 
reveal indebtedness in Alba and in Laura to some of them. 

Altogether I do not imagine that any of my constituency 
at any rate, will differ from mc in regarding Robert Tofte 
as a worthy addition to these Occasional Issues of unique 
and extremely rare books. 
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For the absolutely unique exemplar of Alba, I am in- 
debted, as pleasantly for others, to Alfred H. Huth, Esq. 
For many suggestions and modestly-rendered help in various 
ways, I have to thank right cordially one good friend (who 
will not allow himself to be named) in Edinburgh, and, as in 
other cases, my unfailing friend Dr. Brinsley Nicholson 
has given me the benefit of his reading, in slip-proof, my 
Notes and Illustrations. 

ALEXANDER B. GROSART. 

Si. Gtarg^s Vestry^ 

Blackhunit Lancashire^ 

i^h November, 1880, 



P.S. — It is to be noted that Tofte addresses a man as 
only we would a woman (p. 6, 1, 5), as Shakespeare and 
contemporaries did. Query (p. 47, st. 2, 1. 6), ' leeke ' may 
be » like? ^Bumham' (p. 86, last line) has yielded no 
memorial of Tofte or Toftes to my inquiries. In Notes 
and Illustrations, for p. 104, read p. 105. — G. 
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ALBA 



THE MONTHS 

MINDE OF A ME- 
LANCHOLY LOVER, 
diuided into three 
parts : 

By R. T. GentUman, 



HEREVNTO IS ADDED A 
moft excellent pathetical and pafsionate Let- 
ter, fent by Duke DEpernoun^ vnto the late 
French King, Henry the 3. of that name, 
when he was commanded from the 
Court, and from his Royall 
Companie. Tranflated 
into Englilh by the 
forefaid Au- 
thor. 



Spes, Amor, & For tuna valete. 



At LONDON. 
Printed by Felix King/Ion, for Matthew 
Lownes. 1598. 



As glorious Pearle, the Margarite 
At (hine of Sunne doth fliowe : 

So doth (he looke, or very like, 
To whom I Dutie owe. 



TO THE NO LESSE 

EXCELLENT THEN HO- 
NORABLIE DESCENDED 
Gentlewoman, Miftreffe 

Anne Herne, 

PVre Lampe of Vertue, burning alwaies bright, 
Who, Grace in me (vnwortliie) doft infufe : 
Cleere Sunne that driu'ft each doubtful! Mift from fight, 
The firm'ft Maintainer of my crafed Mufe ; 
Lo I this tnoumfull Verfe in fable weede, 
From forrowes Cell, do fend thee for to reade. 

Daine thou with cheerfuU looke, what my fad eye 

Diftils from Lymbeck of a bleeding Hart ; 

Fruits of true Loue difdainde moft wrongfully, 

Vouchfafe of me (as of my Dutie) part, 

A Wofull Wight, indebted paieth thee fo : 
Bankroutes in pleafure, can but pay with woe. 

As often as the Moone doth change her courfc, 

And Sunne to nouell Signe doth enter in : 

So often I do call dill for remorfe, 

Whilft endles forrow doth new Griefe begin. 
Once I each Month to Crvel Alba make, 
A Months Mind, yet no pitie (he doth take. 

A 2 Thou 
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Thou art the Shadow of her Svbstance faire, 
Refembliiig her moft perfefily in Shape : 
Ah then but fmile, and it (hall eafe my care, 
Though (lint it cannot, her nere dying hate : 

Grant me this Boone, and neuer (hall my Verfe 
Leaue, of thy Chriflall Brooke praife to rehearfe. 



Humbly deuoted vnto your 
matchles Vcrtues. 



R. T. 



TO THE THRISE GE- 

NEROVS AND NOBLE 
Gentleman Sir Calijlhines Brooke 
Knight, one of her Maieflies 
chiefe Commanders in 
Ireland. 

Mirror of Knighthood, WORTHIES Caualiere, 
Touchftone of Valour, Chiefe of Chiualrie ; 
Honor of Field, to Foe a deadly Feare, 
Wars bloody Ancient, Plague to Surqedrie: 
Souldiers Reliefe, Mars braueft Coronell, 
Bellonas Trumpet, Battailes Larum Bell : 

Sweet to thy Friends, to Strangers nothing fower, 
Whofe kinde Behauiour hath bin of fuch force, 
As ore thy deadlieft Foes, th* haft had great power, 
Making them learne true Pitie and Remorfe. 

Witnes the fauadge Kerns, and Irish wilde. 
Wrought through thy Cariage fweete, both tame and 

(milde. 

Vertue and Honor, ftriue in thee t'exceede ; 
Valour and Beautie, Intreji in thee claime, 
Whilft thou thy Noble Houfe nobleft indeede, 
Thy Houfe, not thee, through thy Palme-rifing Fame. 
Worthy art thou to be (Faire matchles Wight) 
Minion to Kings, to Queeftes, dear Favorite. 

A 3 Then 



Then (Courteous Knight) vouchCde with cheerful! 

This wofull Verfe (though worthies) to accept : (fmile. 

Begot by Griefe, brought forth as Sorrowes Childe, 

Since Thee and Thine (as Sacred) I refpeft. 
Ah had mine Alba feene thy louely Face, 
For thy fweet fake, I (then) had found fome Grace. 



At your honorable Difpofition 
alwaies to be commanded. 



R. T. 
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To the right nobk and mag- 
nanimous Gentleman Sir yohn 
Brooke knight, one of her 
Maiefties chiefe Captaines in 

the Low COVNTRIES. 

BRaue Knight, whofe Vertues far exceed thy yeeres, 
The Ornament of thy thrife Noble Haufe, 
Whofe Worth is fuch as findes abroad few Peeres : 
So Famous art thou, and Illuflrious, 

Making the World to wonder at thy Praife, 
Whilft to thy felfe new Glorie thou doft raife. 

Thou like vnto another Alexander^ 
Art to thy Countries Foes, a Tantberlaine, 
(A Bloody Scourge) whilft thou doft them indanger, 
The Proudft of whom, thou makft to yeeld with fliame : 
Witnes the Si^e of Amyens late in France, 
Where Knightly Honor thy Seruice did aduance. 

Vouchfafe thou then great MARSPS Parent Heire 
To lay afide thy Martiall minde a fpace. 
And view thefe lines, TK vntintely Fruits of Care, 
Which I defire (though not deferue) to grace : 
Gratious thou art with All, then grace to One 
This Verfe, whofe Grace I do entreate alone. 

A 4 May 
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May be, when my coy Alba (hall perceiue, 
This fauour done fo kindly vnto me, 
She (for a while) from Rigor then will breathe, 
Taking Truce, (though not Peace) from Crueltie. 
Grant me this Sute, and I with zeale will pray. 
That when thou lou'ft, thy Mijlris nere fay Nay, 



At your honorable Difpofition 
alwaies to be commanded. 



Richard Day to the Author. 

t^Hilft lonely ROBiN Redbrest thou dojlfing. 

In chirping note Iter Beautie moji diuine^ 
Whom thou to heauen with peaks ofpraife daft ring, 
The gentle A ire with tltee keepes tune and time : 
AwroTZffrom the skies on Alba fweet, 
Raines Rofes, her in kindnes more to greet 

To heare thee fing the Windes are whiji in thaire. 
And calmie Zephirus a coole frejit blajl doth blow : 
Flora doth /mile, and Riuers forced are 
To Jlay their courfe, they like thy mufick Jo : 
Willing they lend to thee their lijlning eare. 
As who would fay, Him only would we heare. 

The fauage beafls do runne ; the liuUs flones 
Tumble apace, and mouing Mountaines hie. 
To heare how fweetly thou thy Lone bemones, 
Taking delight in this rare melodic. 

Whilfl Love himfelfe hearing thee making Lone, 
The heate thereof as rauifhed doth proue. 

So did the Thracian Orpheus heretofore, 

Vpon the flowring bankes of Heber play 

On skilfull Harpe, (as thou dofl now implore 

Longfl Tamesis) for faire Euredifay. 

Be tften our Englifli Orpheus, raife thy Verfe, 
Thy worthie Albas praife, brauely rehearfe. 

R. Day. Gentleman. 
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An An/wer to his kinde friend 

Richard Day. Gent. 



\T0 Icuify, nor beloued Redbrest /, 

A Robin poore nfufde.fuch one I am. 
Which lU afcribe vnto my Dejlinie, 
And not impute it vnto Albas blame: 

Yet tuill I chirp her praijes to my skilly 

Where Art doth want, my Hart fupplies goodwilL 

Sweet Friend^ tis thou that lonely fwcet dojl fmg. 

No fwannCy but rauen I ; my voice is Iwarfe: 

Thou Day to the day tJie cUereJl light dojl bring. 

And of thy DiamANTA findjl remor/e 

Heauens, Aire, Windes, Earth, Beajls, Stones, Nils, Seas 
Thou ccmjl command by tJiy fwcet Verfes call, (and all^ 

To praifo me thus thou dojl me too much ivrong. 

This waights too heauie for my back to beare : 

To thee and to thy Mijlris, Praifc belong ; 

For you, not me, this Garlands fit to wcare. 

Yet fince fome Flowers thereof you do bejlow 
On Alba mine, I thankefull ftill will fhow. 

Be thou our Albions Orpheus mofl diuine, 

I cannot play, my ioynts not nimble are : 

Thou that art befl in Loues fweet tune and time, 

Sound thou, direded by a beautious Starre, 

My Star is bright, yet let me tell the truth. 
Where Beautie mo/1 abounds, there wants mofl ruth. 




R. T. 



A friend, though a Jlranger to 
the Author. 

JA/'Hett I by chance do reade thy dulcet Verfe 

I cannot (though a Jlranger, yet thy frietid, 
Thy pajftons be fo pleafing, and Jo pierce) 
But giue thee Due, and them (of right) commend. 
So cunningly thy Verfe doth ioyne with Art 
Thy grief es makes y erne the hardefl Readers hart. 

If thou doji write, thou others dojl enflame. 
Thy fHle is pure (well nie Celejliall) 
Like to the Sunne fparkling his beames amaine, 
Or like tlie Fire, wkofe heate doth foone appale. 
To lieare thy felfe (not others) fing, I long. 
Sweet Bird thy Notes are fzveete, fweet is thy Song, 

Sing then fwect Bird with Ruddie Breaft thy fill, 

For I do loue, affed and honor thee: 

Tliou Sweet, I Conflant,fo continuing fiill, 

A Cignet thou, and He a Louer bee: 

So fhall no loue be like the loue of mine, 
No Jlile compare with Jlile fo rare of thine. 

Then be not mute, when thou maifl gently moue ; 

Keep not (alwaies) thy f or r owes to thy felfe ; 

Still mone not priuatly like turtle Done ; 

Content of Minds worth all : feeke thine owne Health, 

ThinkeAll things haue tfieir courfe; the time may come. 
Though not obfcurde, yet bright may fJiine thy Sunne, 

Per Ignoto. 



XX 



An An/wer, 



jDOund by Defert, (thy Merits, hit not mine) 

A Stranger, tliou, haw Jliall I make amends f 
That of thy friendjhip, ftuh ajfured figne 
(To me fcant knawtte) fuch louing Verfes fends f 

Thanks giue I ; that's ayonger BrotJurs retoard^ 
Nought els I hauey my Fortune is fo hard. 

My worthies lines thhafl red, (as tlwu dofl write) 
But (partiall thou) too much the fame dofl praife. 
To fing fKll kindly thou dofl me inuite, 
My Glorie (but indeed my Shame) to blase. 
Alas I cannot ; dead is that fweet Fire, 
Which did enflame in me fuch chafl Dejire. 

Then boldly fang /, when thofe louely Eyes 
Were guides tome: but now that they are gone. 
Now that my Sunne fhifus not in clieerful wife. 
Nor my Fire heates me, I will weep and mofu. 
/, weePy (faith Cruell ALBAj weep thy fill, 
For neuer more I fee, or loue thee will 

But thou that conflant art in thy vowde Loue 
And (as Beloiid) thy Ladies loue dofl gaine 
With thy fweet Stile, and my fad Plaints to moue. 
Each Readers harts feeke tliou in amorous vaine ; 
In fecret flill He forrotv like tite Doue, 
And when my Sunne Jhall fhine, then will I moue. 

R. T. 
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To my deare friend R. T. Gent. 



O Weet Cignet that fo fweetly dojl deplore^ 

Thy fad lamenting PaJJions and thy hue, 
Where Tamesis doth flow alongft the Jhore, 
And from cleere Ifis doth his pajfage money 

Running alongft braue Troynouants right fide 
Till ceafles fhe into the Sea doth glide, 

Thau to the Nymphs doft fing fo fweet a tune, 

Gracing thy felfe with fuch a fugred note. 

As Wanes and VVindes, are ftill, and calmie foone 

To heare tliee; nor defire they blow, or flote, 

Whilft they do breath to vs this gentle Guft, 
Only let ROBiN fing, All other Birds be hufltt, 

I. M. Gent. 

The Anfwer of the Author. 

'T^is thou, not I, that fingft fo fweet a Song, 

Where Mersie ftreames, whofe wanes are Siluer fond, 

Whofe bankes are Gold, whilft lie doth glide along 

Into the fwelling Trent his vtmoft Bound. 

You that in Loues Quire fing, heare him alone 
Not me: my fong's vnpleafant, full of mone. 

Heare him, who chaunts with fuch a pleafant Lay, 
As he, Seas ftormes, can (wJten he lift) affwage ; 
Make ftealing Time againft his will to flay. 
And calme the Windes, wlun moft tliey feeme to rage : 
Heare him; to vs (to Iieare him) tis a Grace, 
Your Glorie to be hufht, and giue him place. 

R. T. 
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The Author to Mafler R. A. 



T\Eare friend, in whom Euterpe doth injlill 

Each rare Conceipt, within thy learned brejl. 
Guiding fo happily thy pleafing quill, 
Whiljl of thy Mi/Iris Beautie tliart in Queft : 
Making our Xampisis foT fatne as rare^ 
As Tiber, when proud Rome Worlds fcepter bare. 

Thai Lawrel greene which in my youthfull yeares 
I loud fo muchyfo deare, as like could none, 
A fatall barren Cyprefle noiv appeares. 
Which fcarce in harjh and hatefull Verfe I mone: 
Too true prefage of Falling of my Sunne, 
And haflie Pofle of my fad Grief es to come. 

Then to what end,fince that it is in vaine, 
My ficklie penne, my bloodies hand to write 
Cal'dfl thou on mef that thus Hue flill in paine. 
Since blinded /, haue lofl mine Albas fight, 
Mercie no Mercie me, no more will fhow. 
Now doth it ebbe, where it was wont to flow. 

But thou whofe Blood is hot, and in thy Prime, 
And daily ioyefl thy Cynthias Companie : 
Roivfe thcc, and of right Eagle fluw the figfte, 
And with thy Vcrfc (thy flight) cut through the skie, 
Whil/l I mine Albas abfence ftill bewaile, 
Wlwfe fight being lofi, my fences needs mufl faile. 



R. T. 



An Anfwer, 



EVterpe, nor the Mufes (her fweet Mates) 
Pcraaffus drops infufe into my Braifie : 
My table is not furnijht with rare Gates, 
(Daintie Conceits) which come from Poets vaine: 
No /acred Furie me infpires fetidite. 
But what firji comes in braine (Jlraight) that I write. 

Thy Lawrcl greene that thou haft lou'd Jo long, 

Doth florifti ftill, nor fatall Cypreffe tis ; 

To fcare too much, thy fclfe thou much doft wrong. 

And ouer-much to grime, tJiou dost amijfe. 

No Sunne but falls as well as it doth rife. 
And who (in Loue) Hues without Contraries? 

Though Alba's gone, yet ftiele againe returne, 
TJien write, that fhe may know tliou doft Iter minde : 
What Ladies promife, HONOR will pcrforme, 
Nor thinke tJiat Bcautie alwaies is vnkinde : 

Alba is milde ; Mercie will Mercie fhow, 

No Riuer ebs, but it againe muft flow. 

I am at beft and in my youthfull prime. 

My louely Cynthias Fauour I cnioy : 

Yet think not but my Day is darke fometime. 

As I do tafte of Bliffe,fo fcele I noy; 

Thus chirpe one RoBiN Redbrest to anotlier. 
Ah do not thy rare Gifts through for row f mother. 



R A. 



TO THE rZirr^i^ OF 

HIS x:5rj.:s 

Like to the ricrnJs Tsmrefe prroii=5er 
I pl=y bsrre tie f::niie if irj iiai Teares . 
Or as the Snzx nzbt Tw^r^ Xrcf » i^Jttr, 
When Death is neerfcL VHi-fr br g-^r^y be*rs : 
So fing I, iLCTT rhr.T Alul sniae 35 psrtsd. 
WTio hath cae left .il'I'^oe ani rzrte Txhartei 

Tume inke from Blacke to Gore in bLoodiwiic. 

Paper from white change thou id deadly pa!e. 

Whilft I my Readers e>-es do rumatife 

With brinifb drops to heare this wofuli Talc 

This wofuli tale, where forrow is the ground, 
Whofe bottom s fuch, as (nere> the Depth is found 

But vnto whom (hall I (now) dedicate 

This meftfull verfe, this moumfull Elegie ? 

Euen to my cruell Miftreffe Covnterfaite, 

Of Beauties fhape, the right Etemitie. 

Then to her PiCTVRE I prefent this verfe, 

Of my flaine Hart (dead for pure loue) the Herfe. 

Here may I touch, kiffe, talke, doe what I pleafe 
Without Controle, Frowne, Anger, or Difdaine 
To breake ones minde in griefe yet tis fome e[ase], 
And boldly fpeake without replie againe. 
Ah that I were Pigmalion is this place, 
That Venus, me (as him (he did) would grace 
B 
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ALBA. 

Alba Crudeltffima. 



Loe here the Months Mind of my dcare 
Which (once a Month) I vowd to memorife, 
When firft I fought the Crvel Faire to moue, 
Who alwaies did my fighs and teares defpife. 
This muft my Sabboth be, and Holiday, 
On which I (to my Goddefle) vfe to pray. 

This Feaft I folemnife for her fwcete fake, 
(In abfence hers) as if (he prefent were, 
For my proud Choice, who pitie none doth take 
On me, that Hue twixt Hope, defpaire and feare. 
(Deare Alba) then accept this Sacrifice, 
Thefe dutious Teares, the Tribute of mine eyes. 

Thinke how perplext fore PiCTVRE thine I (land ; 

Thinke of the depth of my fad Paflion ; 

How I haue alwaies bin at thy command ; 

How none but thee my thoughts dill mufe vpoa 
Thinke how I euer tendred thy Good name, 
Confcruing with my deareft Blood the fame. 

[Thinjke how I ftill of thee had due refpeft, 
[Thoug]h thou (at all times) didft me vfe too hard ; 
[And whom] withoutcn caufe thou didft reie£l, 
[For my] good moaning too too meane reward) 
[Alas] thefe wrongs which I endured haue, 
[\Vil]t remember mc : Nought ck I craue. 

Trcimuant. Siooe 



bought 
(Loue, 



ALBA. 



Since fptghtful Fortune (fore againft my will) 

Hath drawn me farre from place where thou doft Hue : 

And that of force I muft obey her ftill, 

(Although to Hue fo doth me deadly grieue) 

Yet though my Bodie is farre off, My Hart 
Is ftill with thee, from whence it nere (hall part 

Only of thee (fweete Ladie) this I craue, 

That till our thred of life (hall be vnfpun, 

Thou wilt vouchfafe me in thy mind to haue, 

And not forget the Loue twixt vs begun. 
But in thy Hart the fame for to repofe, 
As I (the like) in inward foule doe clofe. 

This only can (ftill) me in life conferue, 
Thy gracious Fauour and thy Pitie fweete : 
This is the pretious Balme, the pure Preferue, 
Which I doe hope to finde, and ftill will feeke : 

This makes me Hue, although with great vnreft, 

Since of thy felfe I haue bin difpoffeft. 

Thou art my Hope, my Hauen, my comfort chiefe, 

On thee alone, on none els I relie : 

Only to thep I come to begge reliefe ; 

In thee it is if I (hall Hue or die. 

(Dearest) remember tis a Gift more rare. 
Constant to be, then to be counted Faire. 

B I Two 
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ALBA. 



Two fparkling ftars, fine golde, pure Ebonie, 
From whence Loue takes his Brands, his Shafts & Bow, 
Two daintie Apples, which though hid from eye. 
Through vaile of Lawne, through lawne more faire do 
A chcrrie lip with luorie teeth mod white, ((how : 
Where Cupid begs within that Grate fo bright 

Vermilion Flowers that grow in Heauen aboue ; 
Snow, which no wet can marre, nor Sunne can melt, 
Right Margarite Pearle which alwaies Orient proue, 
A Voyce, that Hart of marble makes to fwelt, 
A Smile that calmes the raging of the Sea, 
And Skie more cleere makes then was wont to bee. 

Graue, ftaied wifdome in yong and tender yeares, 
A (lately Gate, and Port maiefticall, 
A Carriage (where in vertue (borne) appeares, 
Lookes that difdaine, and yet delight withall. 
Numbers of Fauours, Beauties infinite. 
With Modeflie, chafle, pure, and milde Delight 

An humble Soule within a Bodie rich, 
A lowly Thought within a conquering Hart : 
Thefe are the workes which I commend fo mich 
Which Heauens & Love haue framde by curious Art : 
All thefe I once enioyde : but they being gone. 
My Note is changde, my Mirth is tumde to Mone. 

Ah 
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ALBA. 



Ah might I once perfwaded be at laft, 
Thefe skalding fighs of mine (hould haue an end, 
That I for Sower, fome Sweet (at length) might tafte, 
And that the Crvel Faire would not contend 
Euer againft me ; I then would (gently) take, 
And fuffer all thefe wrongs for her fweete fake. 

Too well I know (and I confelTe the fame) 
That too too loftie is my proud Defire : 
My foaring Thoughts, deferuing mickle blame. 
And I, ore bold, prefume too high t*afpire : 

Yet ftill (me thinkes) mine Ayme, being not bafe, 
I fhould deferue fome little tynie Grace. 

Say then (fweete Love) for thou with Alba mine, 

Doft foiome, wherefoeuer (he doth bide) 

Say am I like, that, to obtaine in time. 

From which I now am fo farre off, and wide ? 

Ah fay the truth, doth (he once thinke of me i 
Doth (he but wifli that I with her might be ? 

Ah had not Reafon my Defires refrainde, 
I had, my Tltoughts deare Soueraigne^ feene ere this, 
Whofe Grace I fought (but booties) to haue gainde. 
The only ioy I in this world would wifli. 

Rather would I fee thofe chafte beautious Eyes, 
Then chufe to be in matchlefle Paradife. 
B3 



ALBA. 



As Chriftall GlaiTe in which the Sunne doth (hine, 
I like mine Albas Angels heauenly feature : 
But when (he deadly wounds this Corfe of mine, 
I lothe her more then any murthring Creature : 

More then a Theefe that robs and ftealeth pclfe, 
I hate her, when flie (leales me from my felfe. 

My hart is grieu'd caufe it doth difagree : 
For whilft my Mindc to loue her doth deuife, 
And thinks her worthie honored for to bee, 
A Sdainfull thought through Hatred doth arife. 

Which skomes y* one fo Rich, a Theefe (huld proue, 
That one fo Faire, a MurtherefTe is in loue. 

I know not what to feeke, nor what I fliould, 
Yet haue I fought till I haue lod my fenfe : 
Although truth to confeflc, faine loue I would, 
And yet not die for this too Cruell wench. 

Betwixt thefe two fain would I find a Meane, (treme. 

Alas, Women haue none, they alwaies keepe Th' ex- 
Then how for me ift poflible to loue, 
If my bed Alba once from me be tooke ? 
How (hall I Hue when thoufand Deaths I proue ? 
When not this one (the lead) I fcarce can brooke. 

Ah woe is me, a double mixt Defire, 

To hafte my Death the fooner doth confpire. 

Such 



ALBA. 



Such is the rare perfedtion of fweete Beautie 
Of my faire Alba, my fole choife Delight : 
That if that any Painter doth his dutie, 
To (hadow forth her Lufter pafling bright, 

He lofeth both his labour and his time, 

As one ore bold, fo high a ftep to clime. 

For whilft he giues his minde attentiuely. 

And (ludieth to match Nature with his Art, 

Marking her Feature with a watchfull eye. 

To portray forth moft liuely every part : 

Such brightnes comes from her, fuch gliftring rayes. 
As he's ftruck blinde, and darkned goes liis wayes. 

This is the caufe, that who in hand doth take. 

In curious wife her pearleffe Counterfate, 

Hoping himfelfe immortall fo to make, 

Doth fall into like dangerous eftate : 

Thinking to fliadow her, he ftiadowed is, 
And fo his eyes, and purpofe he doth miffe. 

That, (he were drawne in midft of Hart it were 
Far better, and (my felfe) haue plafte her fo) 
For though in darke (he hidden doth appeere. 
Yet vnto me (he faire and bright doth fliow. 

My Hart's the Boord, where limnde you may her fee ; 

My Teares the Oyle, my Blood the Colours bee. 

B 4 Fafto, Bright 
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ALBA. 



Bright were the Heauens, and hufht was euery winde, 
Cleere was the day, when as mine Alba faire, 
Brought forth with ioy {Lucina being kinde) 
A daintie Babe, for feature pafling rare, 

Adorning all the world with this glad welth, 
A gift fenrich the World, Vs, and her felf 

What time (he was in trauell of this Childe, 
No thunder, lightning, nor no ftorme was heard : 
But all was quiet, peacefull, calme and milde, 
As if the skies t* offend her were afeared, 

Whilft th' earth attended on her, and the Sea, 
As though they (laid at her command to be. 

Then did the Windes (not vfing fo before) 

A gentle gale blow calmely euery where. 

And fild the blisfull Aire with fweetes great ftore : 

Each bird and fowie (hewing a merry cheere, 

Whilft that bleft Day a double Beautie found, 
One from the Sunne, the other here on ground 

This made the haughtie proud Oceanus, 
To open all his wealth in outward (how : 
And finding my faire Miftreffe honored thus. 
He made his fwelling waues in richnes flow, 

Whilft that a Margarite brought forth a Perle, 
A precious ftone, a daintie louely Gerle. 



ALBA. 



As I haue liu'd, I Hue, and Hue fo will, 
With felfe fame baite that Love for me did lay, 
When he his net (to traine me in by skill) 
Did open fet, to bring me to his bay : 

Only that I might figh for thee alone. 

And fue for Grace, although Grace found I none. 

Then Alba let it not difpleafen thee, 
Nor make thou ftiow of anger for the fame : 
Though my fweete Bonds fo ftrait and inward bee, 
Since I (not thou) doe beare thereof the paine : 
And that my loue to thee is growne fo neere, 
As then my life I value it more deere. 

Thine was I firft, and thine at laft I am. 
And thine I will be to the world his end : 
For thee into this world I willing came. 
And leaue this world I will, fore thee offend. 

Meane time thy matchles vertues I will blafe. 
And fpend my life, fighing for thee alwaies. 

Ah Love twas thou that tookft my libertie, 

And of Freeman inforft me be a flaue, 

Whilft Hers to be, and thine, moft willinglie 

I am content this feruile yoke to haue. 

Loves prifoner then, begging at Beauties gate, 
Some Almes beftow fweet Ladie for Gods fake. 
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ALBA. 



My mounting Mindc, my ncuer ftaide Conceit 
Hath built a (lately Cadle in the Aire : 
Which lau€ his lightning Fire, nor his fierce thret. 
Nor Fate, nor Fortune, nor ought elfe doth feare. 
Founded it is vpon two running Wheelcs, 
The Gates of dud and winde (ftill turning reeles.) 

Thoufands of Motes are digd about the fame, 
Which are capritious Humors fond and Toyes : 
The Skouts and Guards thereof, Hopes dead and vaine ; 
The Food therein preparde, falfe fleeting loyes ; 
The feqcing VVallcs are framde of fierce Defire, 
Which dreads nor Seas, nor earth, nor force, nor fire. 

The Armours, framed are in running Head, 
Of fooUfli Boldnes, and of penfiue Feare, 
Which None knowcs how they fhould be managed. 
Nor how the fame gainft others right to beare : 
The Shot, Munition, and Artillerie, 
Are diuers Thoughts which in the Fancie lie. 

The Caftellanc doth fight againft himfelfe, 
Hauing nought els his fouldiers for to pay, 
But with Ambition which is all his wealth : 
ludge then my (late, and marke my firmefl (lay. 

O Love how long leame (hall I in thy Schoole ? 

The more I leame, I (dill) doe proue more Foole. 

Swift 
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Swift roling Spheares, cleere burning Lamps diuine, 
That with your beames difgrace the glorious Sunne : 
Faire ladders by which I to Heauen clime, 
And by your Influence this rare courfe doe runne. 
Ah, if not quickly hither you retume. 
Too late (in vaine) my lofle you then fliall mourne. 

My Spirits for you did feeke to ope each way, 
That you might pafliage make into my Hart, 
And ioyfull were they when you there did ftay. 
But forrowfull when you from thence did part. 
And now my Soule is fummond by Defpaire, 
For want of you his only Hope and Care. 

All comfortles I Hue here all alone, 
Banifht from Mirth, and Bondflaue vnto Noy : 
Feeding my felfe (now you from hence are gone) 
With fweet Remembrance of fore pafled loy, 

And with kinde Hope : thefe twaine together ftriue 
To keepe me, gainft defpairing Thoughts aliue. 

The firft, doth Albas felfe (for my reliefe) 

Prefent (of which I am now difpoffeft) 

The other doth abate each fwelling griefe, 

Which els my Hart would ouermuch moleft. 
Ah pleafing Hope, ah gratious Memorie, 
You make me Hue, which els of force fhould die. 

Witliout 
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Without my Sunne, I Hue in darkfome (hade, 
Whilft I with fighing fpend my hatefull daies, 
And in LoVES Sea without my Pilot wade 
Whilft ftorme my leaking Barke to fmke aflaies : 
I languiih malcontent, deepe drownde in Care, 
Witnes mine Eyes^ that running fountaines are. 

Thou Northweft Village farre from mine abode. 
Which doft enioy my Miftris prefence faire : 
Ah happie art thou where (he makes her rode, 
And where Ihe bides whofe felfe hath no compare. 
Happie art thou, but moft vnhappie I, 
Thou doft poflefle, I want her companie. 

Faine would I (for long fince I vow did take) 

As painfull Pilgrim in deuoutfuU wife, 

A voyage in that Holy Land to make. 

At my fweet Saint, her Shrine to facrifife. 

Where (for Oblation) I my Hart would offer. 
Not doubting but (he would accept the proffer. 

But to no end I wifh, it is in vaine, 
A lefTer Fauour fliould contenten mee : 
It Ihould fufKfe me if I might but gaine 
A fight of her, Her once more for to fee. 
Alack, this is not ouermuch I craue, 
Only her fight, not her, tis I would haue. 
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Sad Teares, that from my meftfuU Hart doe runne, 
Thniil forth through watrie Eyes by Sorrow kinde : 
If you into Loves paths by chance fhall come, 
Where he doth walke, and pitie thinke to finde : 
In vaine then doe you ftirre abrode, in vaine 
You lofe your trauaile, labour and your paine. 

For whilil the way vnto an Humour new 

You open wide, fierce Alba ftiutteth clofe 

Her bread from mercie, making me to rew, 

And for your Friendftiip, counts you as her foes : 
Wherein, (he doth a damd Example fhow, 
Forcing her Hart gainft Confcience here to goe. 

Then wofull teares what will you doe as now ? 

Love's dead and gone, all pitie is exilde : 

Skomd is my Conftancie and loyall Vow, 

And through Difdaine I daily am reuilde. 

My Hopes are blafted, and as withered feeme, 
Whilft ftill Difgraces fliew before me greene. 

Come then, turne backe, and with me fecretlie 

Bewaile my torment, leaft my Hart appeere 

A fenfeles ftone, through proud Impietie : 

And my blind eyes a fountaine running cleere. 
And fince not any will our Griefes bemone. 
Lets fwallow downe our Sorrowes all alone. 

Love 
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Thy whitcnes * Alea - I may well compare 
To Deliay when no clowde ccth her obfcure : 
Thy haires to Pkcdrus lightning in rie Aire, 
WTiea he doth ihine with greater Liiller pert 
Thy c'arr.ond eyes, like to a froitie Night, 
Waere fparklfng ftars d:^ ih^tlng take the£r filghL 

Thy cheekes Aurrrj like, -srhet: ~lth her Dew, 
The Roie and Lillie fhe dith ihrfnkle fx-este : 
Refexbling fr:;? thar fe-i^i Pearle d^e ibf-r. 
As if that diuble 3ean^ din iletn. greete. 

Thy Hani, ni nand. it is the nafntie Gl-«, 
Vtliich ;7>i^v irare. Then lie isai ^ed tc L.l'*i. 

\'\'hat an thic. bi: FaL-e in : ire-rrd ihi-.-». 
B=t in-irnly th art Z-^ an,d -nkfn it : 
In thy -lire Fane aZ FaiP:ir= d>e gri-r, 

B::t Th:nie< an:i Znani In th> Han i nn.fi : 

With zz iz^^ —r: izd diet -tr>. 

B.t hctierij th:»i mik h them ^-aj th*e trio- 

My V -e fri- a- her nhji t..n t,:c£n.t : 

And Armeis v.iL A.— i*^, leajif: tiit 'j-jzL'jjziil 
Tntu -rtij in thii nHX thir i 5i:n± -vnh har,e 
And iiiih th/ iirt ir' nm^ sixed tsakie 



ALBA. 



Love hath me bound once more to make the way, 
From whence my Hart hath ncucr yet declinde : 
And doubts leaft He, from righted paths (hould ftray, 
Becaufe fo weake and crafed I him finde : 

And marueile none, he wants his wonted fight, 
How can he iournie then but Sauns deh'ght. 

The fiUic Wretch lookes vp, yet nought can fee ; 
As who fliould fay, my Hclpe comes from Aboue : 
Yet grieues his feruice is not tooke boun gree, 
Since tis refinde from Thought of purcft Loue. 
My Minde doth bume in frod, but not in fire, 
Through vncouth palTion barde from his Defire. 

My Hart is like a Widower that s difdainde ; 
My foulc a Figure of a Malcontent, 
To fee that Love thus vildly fhould be ftainde, 
Not to requite, where nought but Love is ment. 

But I doe fee no pitie is in fpite, 

Where Malice raignes, Defert is banifht quite. 

My Soule vpon my Hart for this doth plaine. 
My Hart (againe) my Fancie doth accufc : 
My Fancie faith, mine Eyes were too too blame. 
Their outer-boldnes wrought this great Abufe. 
Alas poore Eyes, too dearly doe you pay, 
When for one Fault your Light is tooke away. 
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Thy whitenes (Alba) I may well compare 

To Delia^ when no clowde doth her obfcure : 

Thy haires to Phosbus lightning in the Aire, 

When he doth ftiine with greater Lufter pure. 
Thy diamond eyes, like to a froftie Night, 
Where fparkling ftars doe (hooting take their flight. 

Thy cheekes Aurora like, when with her Dew, 
The Rofe and Lillie (he doth fprinkle fweete : 
Refembling drops that feedcd Pearle doe (hew, 
As if that double Beautie did them greete. 

Thy Hand, no hand, it is the daintie Gloue, 
Which Pfyclies ware, when (he was wed to LoVE. 

What art thou, but all Faire in outward (how, 
But inwardly th'art Cruel and vnkinde : 
In thy faire Face all Fauours fweet doe grow. 
But Thornes and Briars in thy Hart I finde : 

With (how of fweet thou lur'ft and doft entife, 
But bitterly thou mak'ft them pay the price. 

Thou cruell lead'ft my life to difmall Death, 
My hope from all her loues thou doil confine : 
Thou art the corde that ftopft my vitall breath. 
And Armes with Armes againft me doft conioyne. 

Thou only art the She that's fenft with hate, 

And doft thy felfe of pitie naked make. 

Tried 
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Tirde with a Burthen of Extremities, 

Which breakes, nor bowes, my wofull Hart in twaine, 

And checkt with chiefeft Mate of Miferies, 

I linger out my lothed life in paine. 

Then death, not life, I may this liuing call, 
Where ceafeles Noy, not ioy, doth me befall. 

Black gloomy Thoughts on me doe tyrannife, 

And to my Soule appoynted faithfuU Guides, 

Doe her deceiue, with her they fubtellife, 

Nor in this ill to comfort me None bides. 

All my beft Hopes are at an Ebbing low, 

Whilft dealing yeares, with griefes encreafing grow. 

What (hall I doe ? (hall I to reafon tume ? 

Oh no, for her I too much haue offended. 

What, (hal I goe to Love, and to him moume 

For aide, and promife all (hall be amended i 
Alas, it were in vaine, and labour loft, 
Where he doth promife, he deceiueth moft. 

See then ye fond Defires, what you haue done. 

By headftrong Will, fage Reafon to depraue : 

But what (hall I as now refolue vpon ? 

Whom (hall I truft ? of whom helpe (hall I craue ? 
Euen her who firft betraide me will I truft. 
She can but be (as (he hath been) vniuft. 

Come 
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Come gentle fleepe (fweet fleepe) my welcome Frend, 

Come comfort me with ftiadow of my Loue, 

And her, in vifion quickly to me fend, 

For whom thefe griefes and bitter pangs I proue. 
Black Night be thou far darker then thou art, 
Thy chiefeft Beautie is to be mod darke. 

By thee my peace and pleafure doth arife, 
Whilft I through thy deceit (yet liking me) 
Doe feeme to ioy with her in louely wife, 
Although from hence (God knowes) far off (he be. 

Such is the pleafure that herein I take. 

As more I could not ioy, were I awake. 

Thou fliewft to me the trammels of her Haire» 

Clept SCALA COELI, locks of pure Delight : 

Her fnowy Neck, the caufe of my fweete Care ; 

Her eyes like Saphires fparkling in the night : 
With other fights, vnfeemly to be knowne : 
Al thefe fweet fleep, through thee to me are fliowne. 

Only in this (my thinks) th'art too vnkinde. 
That when thou partft from me, all ioy doth parte : 
Nor any fuch thing left with me I finde, 
Which then afrefh renewes mine inward fmart 
Then fmce her felfe (I waking) cannot haue. 
Sleeping let me her (hadow of thee craue. 

C Like 
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Great ftate and pomp this princely pallace fhowes. 
And richly euery chamber hanged is : 
Mine entertainment daily fweeter growes, 
What Hart or thought can geffe, I doe not miffe. 

Chiefly the Walkes, and Gardens wondrous been, 

As they a fecond Paradife doe feeme. 

Yet though I finde this kindnes pafsing great, 

With hunting, hawking, fowling, and fuch fport : 

For all our feafting and our daintie meate, 

Our mirth and Mufick in mod pleafing fort : 
For all thefe pleafures, yet Hue I in paine, 
Since Her I want, for whom I wifh in vaine. 

What others loue, I loathe, and quite diflike, 

And though I am in worthie companie, 

Yet ftill (my thinks) I am retired quite, 

Into a place of matchles miferie. 

Into an vncouth wood and wildernes, 
Where Hue fuch Beads as pray on Sauagenes. 

And if that long from her I be depriu*d, 
My life (hall be like flowers that want the Sun : 
So (hall I yeeld my Ghoft as one difliu'd, 
Whilft my threds life fliall quickly be vnfpun. 
Go skalding fighs then, flie vnto her ftraite, 
Say that for life or death on her I waite. 

You 
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As many fierie darts as loue on high, 

Dingde downe on Giants in his angrie mood, 

So many whirle about my Bodie nigh, 

As longing caufeles for my guiltles blood, 

The frighted Aire raine Aflies downe apace, 
And cheerefuU funne flies hence to hide his face. 

Thus (land I in a Maze of Miferie, 
My Heart (feeing nought but fignes of prefent death) 
Seekes how with clipped winges away to flie, 
And faine would fcape to faue his vitall breath. 
Ah pouer wretch, but how ift poflible } 
I know not how, nor he himfelfe can tell. 

The world's his foe, and Love doth him betraie, 

Defpaire of helpe, his fenfes doth confound, 

His curfed Guide (for nonce) leades him aftraie. 

Fortune accufeth him on no fure ground. 

And which doth gaule him moft, & moft doth grieue, 
His Miftris rafh, gainft him doth iudgement giue. 

He Mercie cries, and calleth for his Booke, 
But proude Difdaine doth (lop the Judges eares, 
So that on him (he'le not fo much as looke, 
And thus from Barre, they quicklie doe him beare, 
From Albas prefence is he quite debarde, 
Exilde from Her, this is his fentence harde. 

C 2 Great 



35 



ALBA. 



Ar.HA thiirkft thou, thy Month fhall ftill be May, 
And that thy Colour frefh, ftill faire will be ? 
That Time and Fortune will not weare away 
Beautie; whidi God and Nature lends to thee ? 

Yesw yea that white and red, thy Cheekes now ftiow, 
Shall quicklie change, and blacke and yellow grow. 

The Gmiper the longer it- doth flower, 

Tlie older ftill it waxeth, bowing ftill, 

And that fweete face of thine, which now hath power 

Whole worlds with wondering at the fame to fill, 
Shall (though it now fauns blemifti be) a Staine, 
Hereafter with thicke wrinkeled Clifts remaine. 

Great care to keepe this Beautie fraile muft be, 

\Vhidi we (God knowes) a fmall time doe enioy, 

Doe what we can, we lofe it fuddenle ; 

\Vby» then, being courted fhouldft thou feeme fo coy. 
Fortunes wings made of Times feathers neere ftay. 
But eare thou them canft meafure, flit away. 

Then be not ouer hard, like changeles Fate, 

Kut let my Cries force thee (at laft) relent, 

IVe not oppofe thy felfe too obftinate 

CUiai\ him, whofe time to honor thee is fpent : 

Ah let me fpeake the trueth (though fomewhat bold) 
Though now th'art young, thou one day muft be old. 

Riuers 
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You (lately Hils, you princelike Ruins olde, 
Which proudly in your laft remainders fliow, 
And who as yet the name of faire Rotfie holde» 
To whom did once the whole world homage owe. 

The place where (now) fo many Relikes lie, 

Of Holy foules honord for Chrift to die. 

You Theaters, you Conquerors Arches faire, 
Colofles huge, and mafsie Fillers great, 
Triumphant Showes of more then Glory rare, 
Where Viftorie with pomp did take their feate : 
Lo what a wonder ftrange in you is wrought. 
You now are dull, confumde (as twere) to nought. 

Though conquering War, doth make in time to come. 

Many things florifli, and with Fame to rife : 

Yet in the end when all is pad and done. 

Time doth All this confume in fpitefuU wife. 

All Monuments, all Monarchs that haue been. 
Time in the end deftroyes, and weares out cleane. 

And fmce tis fo, I will contented Hue 

In difcontent : for if that Time can make 

An end of All, and end to each thing giue, 

(May be) fome order he for me will take, 

(May be) in th'end when I fliall tried bee 
To th'vtmoft, I my guerdon iuft may fee. 

C 3 Roma, Alba 



37 



ALBA. 

Alba thinkft thou, thy Month (hall ft ill be May, 
And that thy Colour frefh, ftill faire will be ? 
That Time and Fortune will not weare away 
Beautie, which God and Nature lends to thee ? 

Yes, yes, that white and red, thy Cheekes now fliow. 
Shall quicklie change, and blacke and yellow grow. 

The Giniper the longer itdotli flower, 

The older ftill it waxeth, bowing ftill, 

And that fweete face of thine, which now hath power 

Whole worlds with wondering at the fame to fill. 
Shall (though it now fauns blemifti be) a Staine, 
Hereafter with thicke wrinkeled Clifts remaine. 

Great care to keepe this Beautie fraile muft be, 

Which we (God knowes) a fmall time doe enioy. 

Doe what we can, we lofe it fuddenle ; 

Why, then, being courted (houldft thou feeme fo coy. 
Fortunes wings made of Times feathers neere ftay. 
But eare thou them canft meafure, flit away. 

Then be not ouer hard, like changeles Fate, 

But let my Cries force thee (at laft) relent, 

Doe not oppofe thy felfe too obftinate 

Gaihft him, whofe time to honor thee is fpent : 

Ah let me fpeake the trueth (though fomewhat bold) 
Though now th'art young, thou one day muft be old. 

Riuers 
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Riuers of gone blood into the Sea, 

In lied of Waters (hall mod fwiftlie runne ; 

The hi^ie Ocean drie as land (hall be, 

And darke as pitch (hall (hew the gliftering Sunne : 
Love fliall of Loue, and kindenes be depriude, 
And vaftie world (fauns people) (hall abide. 

The Night fliall lightfome be as Day moft plaine, 
The Heauens with their coloured cloudes fliall fall, 
Fore Love in me, a new Idea frame. 
Or my firme Heart, from Alba alter fliall, 

Ah fore I change, let horror ftop my breth, 

Vnworthie Her, vnworthie of this earth. 

As heretofore, fo ftill I will her loue, 

Nere fliall my conftant Heart lie languifliing, 

In hope another Beautie for to proue. 

Which flitting fancie to mine eyes might bring : 

My faith Acanthus like fliall flourifli greene ; 

Which th'older tis, the freflier ftill is fcene. 

I am no glafle, but perfe£l Diamound, 
My conftant minde holdes ftill where firft it tooke, 
Though not my felfe, my foule*s in Englifli ground, 
Italians lookes, but not there Loves I brooke. 

The Globe like World is round, and hath no end. 
Such is my Faith to her, my Faireft frend. 

C 4 Fano Golde's 
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Gold's changde to Lead, and Emmeralds into GlafTe ; 
Lillies proue Wecdcs, and Rofes Nettles bee : 
No harmles Beads now through the fields doe pafle, 
To feede on Hill or Valleys (hade we fee : 

Wilde Tigers fierce, and rauenous Lions fell, 
In open Plaine, and cooly Groues doe dwell. 

Infteade of milde and pleafing Accents fweete, 
From hollow Places fearfuU Voices found : 
Eccho amongft the craggie rockes doth weepe, 
And (heauie) makes her noyfe with fighs rebound. 
Riuers againft their wonted courfe do runne, 
The Moone lookes black, eclipfed is the Sunne. 

The Sallow (hakes his boughes, and inward grieues, 
The Cyprcffe (hew'th as if he fickly were, 
And (melancholy) bares his lothed leaues, 
A figne prefaging fome great caufe of feare. 

Pkarbus no more doth combe his trefles faire, 
But careles lets them feltred hang in th'aire. 

Ghofts through the Citie ghaftfully appeere, 
And hideous lhapes the mindes of men afright : 
No Day we haue, but darknes euery where. 
And tum'd the World is topfie turuy quite : 

The caufe of all this change is my faire Loue, 
Since to the countrie (hence) (he doth remoue. 
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On bended knees low groueling on the ground, 
Before the Crvel Faire I proftrate lay : 
But what I fought of Her could not be found, 
My kinde requeft was daflit with ruffe Denay. 
- With me (he lharply gan expoftulate, 
Nor would (he once pitie my hard Eftate. 

Teares I did (hed, but teares I (hed in vaine ; 

Vowes I did make, my Vowes flie did reiefl ; 

Prayers I offred, Prayers (he did difdaine ; 

Prefents I fent, but them fti' would not accept. 

If teares, vowes, prayers, nor prefents can doe good, 
What then remaines, but for to offer blood ? 

Then Cruell take this Blood, Oblations Fee, 
Which at thy (hrine from Hart I facrifife : 
I know twill doe thee good and liketh thee, 
And I beftow it in mofl hartie wife. 

Neuer fo much I of my life did make. 

But that I could difpend it for thy fake. 

AVhat needft thou then ad water to the Seas, 
Beames to the Sunne, or light vnto the Day, 
AVhen I more readie am, if fo thou pleafe, 
My felfe to kill, then thou my life to flay ? 

All let me know thy minde, thus vex not flill, 

A kinde of Pitie tis, quickly to kill. 

In 
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In ftately Bed twixt flieetes more white then fnow, 
Where late my Pearle, mine Alba faire did lie, 
I reftlefle vp and downe tofTe to and fro, 
Whilft trickling teares diftill from blubbred eye. 
Ah gentle fleepe do thou deuife fome Meane, 
For comfort mine, whilft I of her (hall dreame. 

You downy Pillowes, you which but of late. 

Her daintie felfe did kindly entertaine, 

(Once) of two louing Bodies charge do take. 

By your foft yeelding, call her backe againe : 
For (he is gone, and Troynouant hath left. 
And being gone, my hart with her hath reft 

For both of vs here's roume enough to fee. 

We both in reft with eafe may here remaine, 

And here two foules (vnited) one, (hall bee. 

Two bodies (ioytid together) One, not twaine. 
But tis in vaine, for were (he here I know, 
Though you agreede, agree (he would not fo. 

Yet call her back, and pray to her for me. 

For I am hoarfe with praying ouer long. 

Ah to no purpofe tis to call, I fee, 

She cannot heare, (he too too farre is gon. 
Yet will I ftill her praifes haroldife, 
And mongft the beautious Saints her canonife. 

Heare 



4a 



ALBA. 



Heare me, a Martyr for religious Loue, 
Thou Faire Tormentor, (Motiue of my paine) 
AH Racks and Tortors gainft my patience proue, 
And when th'hafl: done, begin afrelh againe. 
Wearie (halt thou be of tormenting me, 
Before I grieued at thefe plagues will be. 

Too deare I prife thy beautie to repent. 
Or wifli I had not fuch fower ftormes endur'd : 
Though I thy hard hart finde nere to relent, 
Cuftome and time, to woes haue me inur'd. 
What ill fo great but I would willing take. 
And beare the brunt affur'd of thy fweet fake. 

The fweet remembrance of thy fight of yore, 
Th' only companion is of my deare life. 
Thy prefence was, which abfent I adore. 
My paradife and place of ioy moft rife. 

So I alone am not, though None's with mee, 
And was in Heauen, when I thy face did fee. 

But this thou thinkft not of, this is lead part 
Now of thy minde, nor haft thou hereof care : 
This neuer comes God knowes into thy hart, 
But as heat's ioynd with fire, and breath with aire : 
So crueltie in Womens ftomacks dwels. 
Which with Difdaine (as Furie) alwaies fwels. 
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Yc Valleys deep withouten bottome found ; 

Ye Hils that match with height the azure skie ; 

Ye Caues by Nature hollow vnder ground, 

Where quiet reft and lilence alwaies lie, 

Thou gloomy Aire which euer to the fight 
Bringft darknes ftill, but neuer cheerfuU light. 

Ye vncouth Paths, ye folitarie walks, 
Ye breackneck Rocks, moft ghaftlie for to fee, 
Ye dreadful! Dens where neuer any ftalks. 
And where fcarce hifling Serpents dare to bee : 
Ye fatall Vaults where murdred Corfes lie. 
Haunted with hatefull fprites continuallie. 

Yc Wildemeffes and ye Deferts wilde, 
Yc ftrangie Shores nere yet inhabited, 
Yc Places from all pleafures quite exilde. 
Where fad Melancholy and Griefe is fled, 

Heare me, who am a (hadow and a Ghoft, 

Damd with etemall (brrow to be croft. 

Heare me, fince I am come for to bewaile, 
Mongft you, my Faith, my Conftancie, and Loue, 
I hope witli my lowd Cries and drerie Tale, 
Though not the Heauens, yet Hell at leaft to moue : 
Since more the Griefes are which within me grow. 
Then Heauen hath pleafures, or Hel, Plagues below. 

How 
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How can the (hip be guided without Helme, 
The ftorme arifing in a troubled Sea ? 
Needs muft the churlifli Wanes it ouerwhelme, 
Needs muft it drowne, and caft away muft bee. 

How (hould I line, and not my life enioy ? 

Feeding on Griefe, what ftiall I tafte but Noy ? 

Ah Cupid thinke vpon thy feruant true, 
I craue for my Deferts but fome reward : 
I feeke mine Owne, not more then is my due, 
Hate for Goodwill to reape is too too hard. 
If I for Well with 111 am payd againe, 
Had I done ill, what then had bin my paine } 

Loue with Remembrance lieth in my breaft, 
All other Thoughts he cancels out of minde : 
To thinke whats paft I cannot quiet reft, 
Yet I in thofe Conceits ftrange loy doe finde, 
Whilft now for her I thinke All I forfooke, 
And wholly to her Grace my felfe betooke. 

My wonted Mirth is turned into Mone, 
Becaufe my ftate is changde and altred quite : 
In company I am as One alone, 
Whilft what doth Others pleafe, doth me difpite. 

Ah when fliall I once from thefe Plagues be free ? 

Neuer, leffe Alba Mercie fliew to mee. 
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My iqyles Hart a troubled Spring is like. 
Which from the tops of matchles Alpes mod hie. 
Falls with a mi^tie noife downe headlong right. 
By Tncoath ftony wayes mod dreadfully. 

Where all his Hopes he in the Deepe doth drowne : 

A £atall figne of fortunes heauie frowne. 

Darlce pitchie dowdes of hugie Mountaines fteepe. 

The loftieft part do hide from Sunny heate : 

Sedd any winde of Pitie there doth fleete. 

Them to diflblue, their thicknes is fo great 

For no calme Aire of gentle Loue doth blow, 
Where fwelling Anger frets in furious (how. 

Thence dodi my Tributarie Hart forth fend 
Thioi]^ peable ftones, now here, now there along, 
A little Brooke into the Sea to wend. 
As figne diat I my dutie would not wrong : 

For Alba mine, (D^[ree aboue Compare) 

A large Sea is of fundrie Beauties rare. 

A bitter caufe, me bitter teares makes (bed, 

Whofe enuious Stepdame is a Froward Will, 

Which is by Selfe conceit too wanton fed, 

Th' efficient caufe that I thefe drops diftill : 

Which though in outward fliew you white them fee, 
Yet pure Red blood they in my Bodie bee. 

Let 
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Let bafeborae Mindes of bafeft matters treate, 
My felfe (with them) to trouble I not lift : 
The vulgar fort (they know not what) do fpeake, 
Whilft gainft the Truth and Vertue they perfift. 
Honor's the marke whereat I feeke to aime, 
Shame light on them that think on beaftly (hame. 

So many men, fo many Mindes (they fay) 

Yet at the laft Truth alwaies (hall preuaile, 

Bringing her vowed Foe vnto her bay, 

FaUhood (I meane) for all her masked Vaile. 
No Woman blame I, only I do feeke, 
Swanlike to fing of my faire Sunne I leeke. 

The Beauties which in other Ladies be, 

I neuer had once thought for to difgrace : 

Mine Alba hath enough in ftore for me, 

Thoufand of Amours finde I in her face : 

Her would I praife, whofe look[s] haue pleafde me euer, 
From whom in hart difioyned I will be neuer. 

Falne would I make mine infant Pen to fwell, 

Through feruent zeale to blaze her Deitie, 

That he her praife as Oracle might tell, 

Raifmg the fame t' the skies bright Canopie : 

That (he (fince (he deferues) might famous bee, 
Beyond the Bounds of Albions vtmoft Sea. 

The 
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Tlie Condulion of the firft Part 
I p^^^ ^ ^lesmmriinrf is not with minde, 

. , awwes the SubieSl /aire of wham I wriU, 
» -wr Alha me, to her doth binde, 
-f fiif Jtfamrfe^ talhe, and endite. 

- iope, hew I doe feare and grieue, 
-Sw Zm Me, mJ haw (againe) I Hue, 

^ " »i Lo^JUte out, and him demaund; 

^mi if hail JsanJers Jbrange to him declare, 

Smsk MS Jt B^mUies gase Jhall make him Jland, 

St £waBa£e.fi ftroHge^ they be and rare, 

SoEbcUShim of fa rich a Pretious Jlone, 
Js She before hath been eniayde by none. 

JLm£ sf ir Jir defarams far to hnaw, 
Tie Hmmm xmere mty faire Angel/ doth abide, 
X^r^kmci freom Troynouant he will him fhew, 
JUm^f wUct /lace, faire M£RSI£ cleere doth glide. 
Wjlk IX that Toyvne; Love (Lardlike keepeth JHl, 
Yes Jke (aire him) triumphs with chafteft will 

S^maeua ^kf£S Lemdy Browne ; but I dare fay 

0^ if rxanr* Bea VV ? fo Faire Faire may be, 

Seirer dknr is tie breake of beautiaus Day, 

Wkm^ hmie Aoiora fmileth in her glee. 

3iU wAf I/raife her felfe praifing Face f 
r pi^e hat M( tisflu, (Iter felfe) doth grace. 

R. T. 
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Alba Crudeii/Jtma. 

THefe few (yet zealous) line[s] come from my hart. 
Dried with my Sighs, and written with my Teares, 
I fend to her the Author of my fmart, 
Though (fubtill Serpent like) (he ftop her eares : 
Who, more to her I fue, her Grace to gaine, 
The more incenft againft me doth remaine. 

I loue not I to pharifie, nor praife 

My felfe, for to her owne felfe I appeale, 

If I deuoted haue not bin alwaies, 

To do her good, as one that fought her weale. 

Heauens I forfweare, and vtterly abiure, 

If that my Faith be tainted or vnpure. 

Malleuolent, Malicious, Planet, Starre, 
Was it my Fortune, fo far to be borne. 
My Cote fo true, to haue fo crolTe a Bar, 
That for my feruice thus (he fliould me skome ? 

Muft my cleere Sunne eclipfed be with Spite ? 

Mud enuious Clowdes ftill feeke to dark my Light ? 

What remedie ? He think twas Fortune mine, 
(And not her fault) that wrought me all this paine : 
Her Crueltie twas not, but Deftnie mine. 
My felfe, not flie, was caufe of mine owne bane : 

Yet flial y« world by this my LoVES MONTHS MiND, 
A chart Fault, though no Follie in her finde. 

D 2 Since 



51 



ALBA. 



Since that mine Alba tooke her leaue of mee, 

I leaue haue tooke of pleafure and of ioy : 

And did with forrow at that time agree, 

To foiome with him in his chiefe Annoy. 

My Woes (dill greene) encreafe continually, 
Which faine I would, but cannot remedie. 

And were it not but that my dauntlefTe Hart, 
Doth comfort me with hope of better cheere, 
I foone would rid me of this vncouth fmart. 
And leaue this life which I haue bought too deare. 

Oft do I weep to Love, and him I pray. 

Either to eafe my paines, or me to flay. 

Yet though I beg, I finde but fmall reliefe, 
As do at Rich mens gates the Needy poore : 
Who more they crie to aggrauate their griefe. 
The lefle they finde their Almes at the doore. 
So LoVEy the more my cries I to him fend. 
The lefle my plaints, he skomefuU doth attend. 

And yet my fute is fmall, fmall is the Grace 
That I defire, (for fomewhat I deferue) 
Tis only for to die before her face, 
From whom in Dutie (yet) I nere did fwerue : 

That flie might know my life doth me annoy, 

Vnles I might her company enioy. 

Ladie 
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Ladie, when firft vpon faire Venus Day, 

I came acquainted with thy feemely felfe. 

And vowde thy loyall Votarie to (lay, 

Proffring to thee my liuing, life and welth : 
As I was then, fo am I dill the fame, 
Neuer to change, for change exchangeth (hame. 

Within the Center of mine inward Hartj 
(As (igne of euerlafting Monument, 
Which fatall Death (hall hardly from me part) 
Thy high prizde Loue full furely haue I pent, 
Neuer to be remou'd, but there to lie. 
World without end for aye, continuallie. 

For thee I longde, for thee I much did dare. 
For thee I hopte and feard, bid fweet and fower : 
Liking thee, I, for Others did not care, 
Ore this my Hart thou hadft fo great a power. 
All other Faces, (in refpeft of thine) 
I skornde as Masks, thou only feem[d]fl: Diuine. 

Since LoVE, then me with fuch affeflion framde. 

That he hath me adopted Thine, alone. 

That I delight not but to heare thee namde, 

And only like to heare thy praifes fliowne. 

Ah keepe thy plighted Faith vnftainde to me, 
Though now farre off from hence thou Abfent be. 

D 3 Difdaine 
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Difdaine aflfaulted hath mine Alba faire, 
Fixing fad foot deep in her marble bred : 
A blackfome Clowde hath darkt my beautious Aire, 
Where cheerful! Sunne before with fmile did reft. 
She moft vnlike her felfe a Tyrant (howes, 
Whilft as a Tiger mad with rage (he growes. 

All for her pleafure (me for to difpleafe) 

Pitie (he bandies from her tender hart : 

Poyfon, not honey, now muft her appeafe : 

Yet my Defire runs headlong to his fmart, 

Headlong he runs to her fpite-tainted minde, 
Which ouer fierce and cruell he doth finde. 

My hopeles Chance, through Vaile (as twere) I fee. 
Her quondam beautious eyes are bloodfhot now : 
Exorde, defirde, intreated, they'le not be, 
Thc/le not relent, repent, nor yeeld or bow : 
Lightnings of Anger they do (how aright, 
Thunders of Furie darting forth defpight 

The dangers great my harmeles Hart doth fpie. 

Yet for all this, from her he'le not retire : 

And whilft more humble he fore her doth lie, 

The more (he fuUen fwels with wrathful Ire. 
A Monfter then I may her mirorife. 
Since (he delights in fuch ftrange Tragedies. 

Dried 
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Dried hath th* iniurious Feuer thofe faire Flowers, 
Which in the cheekes of my faire Alba lay : 
Scorcht are thofe paradized coloured Bowers, 
Loves Lobbie where he wantonly did play : 
Yet not extinguiflit is mine amorous flame, 
Some fparkes are yet remainders of the fame. 

As (he lookes now, fo lookes the Moone in skies, 
When mongft the gloomie clowdes portending raine. 
She with her watrie horned head forth pries, 
Spreading abrode her dewie beames amaine : 
So we Aurora vfe for to depaint, 
Mongft palifh violets, when The looketh faint. 

Pitie is mixt with griefe in her faire face, 

And Griefe with Pitie in the fame conioyne, 

Where Love (though fick) fits with a louely grace, 

In midft of fickly palenes in her eyne. 

Sicknes it felfe fo louely nere did looke, 
But fmce her Inne in Albas bread (he tooke. 

That (lately Haughtines (he had before, 
Now changde is into low Humilitie : 
And that fame glance that faithles was of yore, 
Now faithfuU (heweth and full of Loyaltie. 

So with her Colour if (he did cruell take, 

Yet Pitifull her Palenes doth her make. 

D 4 Like 
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Like bloodie Lion, or a flinging Snake, 
With proud Difdaine to aggrauate my fmart, 
Loue into me (vnaskt) his way doth take, 
Died all with blood (and Blood tis of my Hart) 

Which wounded deepe, ftill languifliing doth lie, 

Expe£ling euery minute when to die. 

Thoufands of Wounds my life hath quite bereft. 

And wanting blood, Palenes fits in my face : 

My foule this Corfe (his manfion Houfe) hath left, 

Nor dares he back retire to his old place. 

This Martyrdome, although there's many fee. 
None me careffeth, or doth comfort mee. 

My life runnes fondly to his mortall Foe, 

Hoping for Help, where he his hurt did finde : 

My fpirits after him amaine doe goe, 

Whilft liueles Bodie doth remaine behinde : 

On which grim death doth feaze, as on his pray. 
And of his breath to reaue him doth alTay. 

A farre off Peace I fee, but Warre at hand, 

Loue finglc ftrikes me, (but with double paine) 

Kild is my hart by Cruell (he's Command, 

And he that flew him cleped is Difdaine : 

Loc here of my kinde Dame the Exercife, 
Hate is her Chapman, Blood her Marchandife. 

Praxitiles 
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PraxitileSy and Myron (workman rare) 

Apelles skilde, learnde Homer (famous wight) 

Were thefe aliue, the Pifture of my Faire 

To came, to cut, to paint, and thereof write, 

In marble, brafle, boord, or in bookes at large, 
They fone would faint, ore preft with fo great charge. 

And yet may be her beautious Countenance, 
With chifell, toole, with penfell and with pen, 
They rightly might haue ftiadowed (though by chance) 
Becaufe they, in their Age were rareft Men. 

But had they come the nobler part to (how, 
Their cunning then had foone tooke th* ouerthrow. 

If my bright Sunne (renowmd per Excellence^ 

Through the illuftrious fplendar of her gleames) 

Doth dimme and darken our Intelligence, 

By vertue of her more then radiant beames : 

What Hand or Thought in hand could euer take, 
A worke fo cndles, with good end to make. 

Deare Alba I by thee am ftill forbid, 

By Statue, Image, Pifture, or by Verfe, 

To (hew the Vertues rare within thee hid. 

As not being able leaft part to rehearfe : 
It (hall fuflice (as facred) I admire. 
Thy fpotles life, thy more then chad defire. 

To 
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To thee farre off (from me) thefe fighs I fend, 
To thee farre off from Loue, I, neere to die. 
To know if thou thy felfewill minde wilt mend, 
Defifting from thy hateful! Crueltie. 

Beautie if it be milde, it is renound ; 

If it be proud, a foule reproch tis found. 

Thou makft a (hew as if thou wouldft be kinde : 

But tis a fliadow, not a fubllance right : 

For comming vnto triall ftraight I iinde. 

Thy sdainfull chart lookes puts my Hope to flight : 

Whilft thou doft feeme at thefe my Woes to grieue. 
Yet them with fuccour neuer doft relieue. 

Thy Griefe (for me) a paffion's in a play. 

Which men doth rauifli with Melancholy : 

But a£led once, and out of fight away. 

In minde, no longer there doth ftay, but dy : 
Thou art the A£lor playing fuch a part. 
My griefes neere deeply pearce into thy hart 

O would I could from Reafons Court obtaine, 
A Superfedeas^ LoVE for to remoue. 
From out my Breaft to thee, to eafe my paine. 
That thou the force thereof a while mightft proue. 

But Deftnie wils that I thy flaue do ftay, 

And fo I will, who bound is, muft obey. 

Why 
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Why haue the Heauens thus changed my Eftate ? 

Deferuing well to complot my Decay i 

Why rather was not fo ordainde my fate, 

That Alba nere (hould wend from me away ? 
I neuer changing my firft vowed Loue, 
Why fliould (vnconftant (he) from me remoue ? 

(Fond man) is (he vnconftant to be calde, 

Who after courfe of world doth runne her race ? 

Are not all men by fortune puld and halde, 

Neuer to bide (ftill) in one certaine place ? 
Nothing is more commended in the Sea, 
Then th* often Ebbings, and the Flowings bee. 

Ah Alba, if thou fliouldft continue ftill 
In one felfe place, t'would be a Paradife : 
But thou (t'allay our proud AfTeftions will) 
T' eclipfe thine owne perfeftions doft deuife. 

Thinking it is enough, if but with eye 

We ioy a fmall glimfe of thy Maieftie. 

Then to encreafe our Griefes, thou doft decreafe 
Our pleafures, and thy felfe from vs doft hide, 
When we for nothing lookt but peace and eafe, 
Euen at thy Beft, and in thy Beauties pride. 

But why talke I, where I cannot be hard ? 

Or heard flie me, ftie would not me regard. 

Where 
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Where are my Vowes withouten number now ? 

My teares withouten mcafure that I fhed ? 

My skalding fighs to make proud Alba bow ? 

They all are gone, forgot, quite baniflied. 

Yet though they not deferue her loue they craue, 
Methinks fome better fortune they (hould haue. 

But if the Gods in iudgement partiall fit^ 
Vnequall viewers of each iniurie : 
And with condigne reuenge feeke not to quit 
So monllrous wrong, fuch nere heard Crueltie : 
Why then I Reafon none, for Louers fee 
That they (hould bide fuch paine for loyaltie. 

Yet neither Hopes preferment, were it great. 

Nor feare of punifliment, though to my paine : 

Nor counfell of the Wifeft that entreat. 

Nor company of bed where I rcmainc, 

Shall euer make me once my Humour change, 
Nor from my firft deuoted Vow to range. 

My youths chiefe Flower (of ail my life the prime) 

In melancholy pafsion I will fpend : 

Careles behauiour (hall my latter time 

(Becaufe (forfooke) (he cares not for me) end. 
Thus will I (till continue during breath. 
Doting on her, who doth deuife my death. 

Fond 
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Fond that I am like Greekifli Wraftler vaine, 
Striuing to lift a waight impofTible, 
I caught fo ftrange incurable a ftraine, 
As thereby (brufed fore) I brainfick fell : 

Fixing my thoughts aboue my reach, I fall 

Into Difeafe, without recure at all. 

The ftately Cedar whofe tops feeme in fliow. 

For height, to reach vnto the azur*d skie, 

Neuer his head bowes to the (hrubs below, 

That in the deepe and hollow Valleys lie. 

Th' yuie that climing vp by th' elme doth runne, 
Neuer can get hold of the beames of Sunne. 

Alba I honor in humilitie. 

Whom none ought, or Hiould dare venter to loue : 
Though I prefume with importunitie, 
Sometimes my fute (in vaine) to her to moue : 

For her affeftions be immortall, rare. 

Her vertues fuch, as infinite they are. 

Then fuffer me to gaze on Alba mine, 
With my mindes eyes, though abfent now flie be : 
I knew when I enioyde her fight (ah happie time) 
That time (I feare) I neuer more ftiall fee. 
But tis all one, for were the Cruell here, 
I of my purpofe fhould be nere the neere. 

Am 
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Am I fo mad, to thinke that fuch a Toy, 

As Sorcerie is, fhould ought preuaile for me ; 

That witchcraft power hath for to make me ioy, 

And caufe me here, mine abfent Miftris fee ? 
I cannot chufe but thinke all to be tales. 
And that Enchantment little here preuailes. 

What though the Sunne is darkened by this skill, 
And Moone's remoude from out her fetled cours ; 
Wilde beads made (land, amazed, tame, and dill, 
And waters turnde from their flrd wonted fours : 
Yet cannot Art, by force make fetled Loue, 
From his firft Center (where he refteth) moue. 

The Gods, not men, do rule the inward Hart, 
They can appoynt Affeftion as they pleafe ; 
Stones, Yearbs, and Words, may vfen be by Art ; 
Yet thefe the Louers griefes can fmalely eafe. 

Not Exorfifms, Spels, Mettals, Planets^ Fire, 

Can alter once the fetled firme Defire. 

Then He with Difcontent be fatisfied, 

And hopeles Hue in hope, though Hope in vaine : 

Refoluing all bafe coynes to abide, 

Since I defpaire her grace for to obtaine : 
Vnhappie I, my cafe ore defperate. 
No Skill nor cunning can my paine abate. 

Hard 
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Hard hap had I, to fall into thy hand, 
Who giu'ft thy felfe to endles crueltie ; 
When to thy flintie heart wilt giue command, 
To change his wont, and fomewhat gentler be ? 

Wilt thou thy Beautie faire, adulterife ? 

And feekft thou dill on me to tiranife ? 

Id poflible thy yeares fo few and fmall, 
So many ancient mifchiefes (hould containe ? 
Thy fwelling pride, I long haue borne withall, 
Becaufe that Beautie thereof is to blame. 

Which ftill the more in fairenes it exceedes. 
The more it ioyes in coy difdained deedes. 

I grieue at thy deuifes gainft me wrought, 
And forrow, that wits (harper that they fhow, 
The fliroder and vnhappier (hould be thought. 
Prone vnto ill, but vnto Goodnes flow. 

But for one feeke to murther (through difdaine) 
A harmeles heart, is worfe then Murderers llaine. 

What moues thee then, thy felfe thus to difgrace, 
Vnfitting for thy Sex, where nought ftiould be 
But kindenes milde, far altring from thy face. 
Where nothing but rare beautie we can fee ? 

If then fo faire a Sunne, fuch foule cloudes hide, 
Let me ftill in eternall Darkenes bide. 
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The bitter plaints wherewith my foule I wound 
With skalding fighs which fmoke from forth my bread : 
My cheekes through griefe, pale wan and hollow found. 
My troubled Thoughts which reaue me of my reft : 
Salt watrie teares, which raine from blubbring eye, 
Warme blood from Hart diftilling inwardly. 

The feruile yoke which did my freedom breake, 
My willing minde to doe what wild Command, 
The ftatc wherein I brought my felfe moft weake, 
The froft and fire wherein I ftill did ftand, 

The fnare in which Love wrapt me fo about, 
As from the fame I nere (yet) could get out. 

All thefe, and many another worfer griefe, 

Are no fuch plagues as is that Marble Hart, 

(That Marble Hart) that yeelds me no reliefe, 

Nor euer fought fome comfort to impart. 

The reuolution of the Heauens, nor any Time, 
Can make (that Breaft) to yeeld to my Defigne. 

Vertue doth hinder it, in my defpight, 
Chafte Honeftie maintaines her in her force : 
Then LovE farewell, all hope He banifh quite, 
I fee in Flint is found no kind remorfe. 

If Teares, Vowes, Gifts, Prayers, Othes no good can 
Nor Loue obtaine, in vaine tis then to fue. (doe, 

Deare 
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Deare to my Soule (for Dcare I may thee call,) 
Since thou farre dearer then myfelfe I holde, 
When wilt thou rid me of this loathed thrall, 
In which I am through Fancies bandes enrold ? 

When wilt thou keepe thy promife vnto mee ? 

Whereof no deedes, but wordes I yet can fee. 

Why (doubtful! ftill) doeft thou my ioyes prolong ? 

And driufte me of [f], in dalliance without caufe ? 

Me and thy felfe, why doeft thou double wrong ? 

To keepe thy word, why, fo long doft thou paufe ? 
TThus for to lofe thy golden Time, tis fin, 
Whicli once being paft, againc, thou canft not win. 

Matters of ftate we vfe to politize, 
Procraftinating for aduantage great, 
Love, lingring hates, and lothes to temporize, 
Delaie's too colde, for his orewarmed heate ; 

Ah, doe not driue me of [f] thus (ftill) in vaine, 
Still for to lofe tis much, once let me gaine. 

Dearer to me then th' apple of mine eyes, 
Let word and deede, but once for all agree. 
Not any can in face thee equalize. 
If but a little more thou kinde wouldft be. 

Then with allufiue Sightes, feede not me ftill, 
But graunt (at laft) for to performe my will. 
E 
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Ye lukewarme Teares which from my nere dride eyes, 
Streame downe amaine like fountaines day and night, 
Wcnde to my Lady in moft humble wife, 
And (hew to her, my moft vnhappie plight : 

Wende vnto her, who outwardly in fhew, 

Seemes pittifull, but (inward) is not fo. 

Wcepe you to her and fay ; Ift poffible 

A Creature that fo courteous feemes to all, 

Shoulde haue a hart more cruell and more fell 

Then Tiger, harder then a ftony wall ? 

Ah why feemes fhe not inwardly as kinde, 
As fhe doth outward (hew, the world to blinde. 

This my Icarian foaring (boue my reach) 
(Through Beautie, ferenifmg fals my Hart) 
How I ore bolde, may headlong fall, doth teach, 
Whileft Love doth play gainft me a fubtile part : 
Yet Beauties Birth I am, by her I breath, 
Though liue againft her fauour and her leaue. 

Wilde fire with milke is quencht, rigor with teares. 
Yet naught her ftubbome minde can moUifie : 
Vnto my prayers (he ftops her deafened eares. 
And with Defpa)rre requites my Courtefie. 
Thus am I ftill ftarre croffed in my Loue, 
As one bewitcht, with whom no good doth proue. 

How 
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How long (hall I diue in the vaftie Sea, 

To finde this Perle, this orient Margarite ? 

How long this bottome founding (hall I be ? 

Yet nere attaine this precious lewell bright ? 
My labors (like to Hercules) abound, 
Who more he did, the more to doe, ftil found. 

I am too weake with Ofpraies eyes to looke, 

Againft the fiery beames of this faire Sun : 

Too great a Burthen haue I fondly tooke, 

For my weake (houlders long fince ouercome. 
The more I feeke, the farther I, to finde. 
Like to the wretch, that of his fight is blinde. 

My brufed Bulwarke is not ftrong enough 
For to refill this beautious Batterie : 
My yoke too fmall, to draw fo huge a plough, 
Mine eyes too dimme, fuch Brightnes to defcrie : 

This fliewes, that as vnluckie I was borne, 

To die vnfortunate I muft not fcorne. 

Yet He not leaue to intercefsionate, 
To her hard Breaft, for my too gentle Hart : 
That if her Rigor flie'le not mitigate, 
At leaft flie'le fomewhat eafe me of this Smart : 
I onely craue, if flie'le not yeelde reliefe, 
T'adiourne my paine, and to proroge my Griefe. 

E 2 Thrife 
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Thrife trebble bleffed Bracelet, rich in prife, 

I enuie not thy perlie fret, nor golde, 

But fortune thine, becaufe in happie wife. 

The place of perfedl pleafure thou doft holde. 

About that wrift thou turnft and windft fo oft, 
More white then Snow, then thiftle down more foft. 

Bafe mindes loue Golde : tis not thy Golde I fteeme, 

For this I onely value thee at much, 

Becaufe an Ornament th'art to be feene, 

Of her white Hand yclept of right NonSSVCH : 
NONESVCH indeede, whofe Beautie is fo rare, 
As nere the like, attainde the perfe£ls Faire. 

This is the caufe fo highlie I thee rate, 
As all the golden Mines of Indian Ground, 
Nor Seas of Pearle can counteruaile thy ftate, 
Wherein tliou art this prefent to be found : 

And, if that trueth I fliall confeflfe indeede. 
The wealtli of all the world thou doft exceede. 

But when I marke, how by ftrange cunning Art, 
Faire louelie Haires, with Pearle and Golde conioyne, 
A pleafing ioy doth feaze vpon my Heart, 
Whilcft with ftrange pleafures, Fancie feeds my mind : 
So as (fwccte Bracelet) thou doft rightly proue, 
To be th* enchantment of bewitching Love. 
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Liue Louely Fame, which when thou firft didft take 
Pofleflion of my Heart, wert ftony colde, 
And baflifull ; but when entrance thou didft make, 
Then, as Triumphant thou didft keepe thy holde : 

Changing both Thought & ftate, that where before 
Colde chillie Yce was, hot Defire burnt fore. 

If I thee honor, worftiip, ferue, and loue, 
He knowes, who gfuides the reftles Globe on high, 
But enuious Fates on me their force doe proue, 
And me, from thee haue baniflit fpitefully. 

So that more paine I doe each houre abide, 
Then if that thoufands forts of deaths I dide. 

But fore that peereles fliape of thine, 
(The better part wherein my Soule doth reft) 
Shall out of minde, or memory of mine, 
(Whereby I only happy liue and bleft,) 

All things ftiall chaunce, impoffible that be, 

Myfelfe, fot^et myfelfe will I, fore thee. 

The Sunne fliall lofe his power, and darke become, 
The Skies fliall melt, and into horror fall, 
The earth fliall finke, the world be quite vndone, 
And fore this chance, all ftrange things happen fliall. 
Though (now) thou bidfte in Albioiis fruitfuU land. 
And I, where Mantuan Duke, his Court doth ftand. 

E 3 Mantua Such 
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Such as do liggen in Delight and ioy, 
And haue what Hart can wifh, or Thought dcuifc, 
Spending their time withouten dire Annoy, 
Liuing amongft their friends in iocund wife, 

And who with Loue of Ladies theirs are bleft, 

May in Eternam Requiem, Iiappic red. 

Me, fillic Trauailer (a pilgrim poore) 

(Who through hard hap thefe blefsings all doc miffc) 

Care doth become, fince want I do endure 

Of Countrie, Friends, and Loue, my chicfeft bliffc : 

And yet this Care not 111, but well, with me, 

Obferuing ftill Decorum doth agree. 

A Trauailer, farre from his Natiue coaft. 
With Care doth rife, with Care him downe doth lay : 
And though from piller toft he be to pofte, 
When All him leaue, yet Care with him doth ftay. 
Not like vaine pleafure, who away doth pcake. 
When he his Bark through want percciucs to leake. 

Thanks then to Care, of Poore the comfort chicfe. 
The beft companion that we Strangers finde. 
In Countries ftrange forlornc, without rcliefe. 
Who quiet, gentle, patient is and kinde. 

Then conftant Care, not Comfort I do craue, 
And (might I chufe) I Care with L. would hauc. 

This 
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This Tower, this Caftle, this huge Prifon ftrong, 

Begirt with high and double fenced Wall, 

(Where I to be kept prifoner, thus haue wrong) 

Can neuer hurt, nor do me harme at all : 

Since I was pent here, I am (nothing changde) 
But as before, when I abrode ftill rangde. 

This place reftraines my Bodies libertie, 
But hath no power ouer my Thoughts or Minde, 
Which is the caufe I count my felfe mod free, 
Though I my felfe in greateft Bondage finde, 

I can fo feede on Fancie, and fubdue 

Enuie, by fweet Imagination true. 

No fweeter Mufick to the Miferable, 
Then is Defpayre : therefore the more I feele 
Of bitternes, of forrow fower and fell. 
The more of Sweetnes it doth fecme to yeeld. 
Vaine I eftecme my life, all libertie, 
Since I do want mine Albas Companie. 

Vfe, Miferie hath made familiar now 

With me, that I count forrow chiefeft loy : 

And him the welcomft Gueft I do alow. 

That faddeft tales can tell of bloodied Noy. 

Then (Cruell) think what life I ftill haue led. 
Since fo in poft away from me th' art fled. 

E 4 Thrice 
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Thrice precious purfe, by daintie Hand ywrought, 
Of Beauties Firft Borne, Fauours rightfull Heire, 
Not for a world of wealth, purchaft or bought, 
But freely giuen (for Loue) by Alba faire : 

Giuen to me, vnworthie of the fame. 

As one not meriting fo great a Gaine. 

Tis not the richnes hereof, though tis much. 

Nor rarenes of the worke furpafling skill. 

That I account of, though that it be fuch. 

As euery eye, with mafement it doth fill : 

But caufe t'was made by that Alconquering Hand, 
Whofe becke, eue Loues own felf doth countermSd. 

Dan Fortunaius Bagge, which Hiftories 

Affirme, endles to be for golden (lore, 

And that it helde of Quoyne Infinities, 

To this my purfe is needy, bafe and poorc : 

Golde in the infide (onely) of his purfe was feene, 
But mine, hath (alwaies) Golde without and in. 

Pure gold tis wrought with, yet her Haires more bright, 
Saft is the Silke, more faft her fnowie skinne, 
Orient the Perle, yet are her teeth more white. 
The Cullers rare ; her cheekes the prife tho, winne : 
Ah precious Purfe, where what I doe beholde. 
Are CuUours rare, fine Perle, faft Silke, pure Golde. 

Warme 
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Warmc fliovvers raine faft from forth my blubbred eyes, 
My heauie Thoughts are Clowdes replete with woes : 
Hot liuely Flames from out my bread arife, 
My skalding fighs the wind's that forth them blowes : 
Fire burning Cancer and Aquarius cold, 
Ore me their powers predominant do hold. 

The flames, themfelues vp to the heauens lift. 

Where they by thoufands round about doe turne : 

The waters runnc like to a Torrent fvvift ; 

Hence comes it that my felfe I drowne and burne, 
By reafon of two fpitefuU Qualities, 
(Moyfture and Heate) my life in danger lies. 

My teares a great ftreame make, they fo abound, 
A quenchles burning this my fecret Fire : 
Hope doth defpairc, and there her fclfe hath drownde, 
And Hart to cinders burnes through hot Defire : 
Fancie doth frolike, and doth dill reuiue, 
Reafon's fo ficke, not long flieele kecpe aliue. 

Alba my Teares accounteth as a Toy, 
And for a fport mine ardent Heat fhe holds : 
For in her eyes, Cocitus (me to noy) 
And Phlegeton in bread (he fierce enfolds. 

Thus (he my Hart doth dill anatomife. 

With keened rafor of her Crueltife. 
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Haires louely Browne immur'd with pearle and gold. 

How ill fits you this Ribbon Carnatine, 

Since I no more your Miftris now behold, 

Of my difafter, moft vnlucky figne, 

Who to me gaue this Bracelet for a Favovr, 
A work by Beautie framde through LovES true la- 

(bour. 

How often would (he, bout my Wrift ftill prie, 

And vnderminde me (by deuife) as twere, 

Making a fhew of Doubt and leloufie, 

As if I it forgot bout me to beare ? 

But now I feare me, through her ftaying ore long. 
Both Love, Her felf, and Me, fhe much doth wrong. 

Who euer faw a Beautie fuch, fo faire, 
Lodgde in a fubiefl fo vnconftant found ? 
Who euer faw more loyall Louer rare, 
To fuch hard Fortune (caufeles) to be bound ? 

Ah why is not (as is her face) her Minde ? 

Th' one's Faire, the other, I Forgetfull finde. 

Then louely Haires, my deareft Harts beft Eafe, 
You muft from Handwrift mine to Hatband black : 
There muft you bide, though me it doth difpleafe, 
Since whom I would, I moft of all do lack. 

This fable place doth fit you beft to moume, 
Where you vnfeene, ftiall lie till flie returne. 

Ah 
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Ah happie Handkercher, that keepft the figne, 
(As only Monument vnto my Fame) 
How deare my Loue was to fweet Alba mine, 
When (fo) to (hew my Loue fhe did me blame. 
Relique of LoVE I do not enuie thee, 
Though whom thy Mafter cannot, thou doft fee. 

Only let me intreat this Fauour fmall, 
When in her chamber all alone by chance, 
Open her pretie Casket for fome work (he (hall, 
And hap her eye on thee vnwares to glance : 
Ah, then the colour of her face but marke. 
And thou by that (halt know her inward hart 

If (he (hall blu(h, and grieue, thee fo to view, 

And wiftly caft on thee a piteous eye. 

It is a figne her loue continues true. 

And that her faith (he doth not falfifie. 

Ah, then (afre(h) (her faith more firme to moue) 
Bleed thou againe, for to reuiue her Loue. 

But if (he (feeing thee) no account doth make, 

Flinging thee here and there without regard : 

Know then expired is my louing Date, 

My Hope deceiu'd, my Fortune ouer hard. 
Yet if (he doth but fighing fay to thee, 
(Sa(tly) (Farewell deare Servant) happie mee. 

Thofe 
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Thoft AboA windovres fanecle, thofe chccrfull c>'es, 
Wiicrc Love (at Lawgh and fwecte looke on) doth 
Are on the fudden rh.ingde in ftrangie wife, (pl^y> 
And do Difdaines Enfigne (gainft me) difplay : 

Darke now they feeme, and fower, ore pailing bad» 
Slaking my life feeme to me black and (ad. 

Thofe cheerfull eyes, which wont to comfort mc, 

And to my hungrie foule yeeld nourifhrnent, 

Denie me food, nor will they pleafed be. 

But mew me vp, as (larueling clofely pent 

My walks I vfde, which faire and eafie were. 

Are ftopt with blood-drawing brables euery where. 

My crafed hart thus skomed for his Loue 
And plagude with proud difdaine and sdainfull Pride, 
Wailes fo as would a Rock (though flintie) moue : 
Nor better courfe hath this Difgrace to bide. 

Then fighs and Teares, which forth he fends apace, 
And (damned like) ftill begs, but nere finds grace. 

Sweet (lay of my weake tottring life nie falne, 
Balme to my wounds, and Cordiall to my gricfe, 
Light to my darknes, to my ftorme, mild Calme, 
Eafc to my painc, and to my want, Reliefe. 

Ah who hath now (and that fo fuddenly) 

Of pitie tliee depriu'd, to make me die ? 

Poore 
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Poore wafted Hart that wandreft not aftray, 
Although thy Pearle her orient colour change : 
Thou, which in thy firft Faith vnftaind doft ftay, 
Although (he from her plighted vow doth range. 

Ah, where are now thy cheerfull daies of Hope ? 

Thy Liues line, Loue, what wretched had hath broke ? 

Alas poore foule, how badly art thou vfde, 
For thy much louing (louing ouer long ?) 
Caufeles without defert to be refufde, 
And for thy right to be repaid with wrong } 

(Fond) do betimes from Fancies Fort retire, 

Reafon retaine, and banifh rafli Defire. 

What meanft thou careles thus to feek thy Care ? 

Call home thy Wits, giue ore although with loffe : 

Els like one blindfold art thou caught in fnare. 

And wilt too late returne by weeping crolTe. 

Seeft not that (hut is Loues fweet pafTage plaine, 
That opens wide the path of proud Difdaine ? 

If fo, why (houldft thou beg (in vaine) for grace ? 

Rather demaund thy pafport and away : 

Better at firft giue ore in midft of Race, 

Then lofe in th* end, though longer time thou ftay. 
Then if (he'le not admit thee as a frend, 
Let her thee manumit (as Free) to wend. 
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0 that I were where bides mine Alba Taire, 
Whofe perfon to poflTeflTe is pleafure fuch, 
As driues away all melancholy Care, 

Which doth the Hart throurrh Griefs impreflioa touch : 
Whofe louely Locks All do more curious decme, 
When they mod carcles to be drefled feeme. 

Her fweet Lookes moft alluring be, when they 
Moft chafte do feeme in modeft glancing (how : 
Her words^ the more they vertuoufly do way, 
The more (in count) for amorous they go : 

Her dreflings fuch as when negle£ted moft, 
She's thought as then to haue beftowd moft coft. 

Sweet Fortune, when I meet my louely Treafure, 
Dafli my Delights with fome fmall light difgrace, 
Left I (enioying fweetnes boue all meafure) 
Surfet without recure on that faire face. 

Her wonted coynefle let her vfe a while, 

My fierce Defire by Diet to beguile. 

Left with the fulnes of my ioycs, abate 
The fweetnes, and I perifli ftraight before 

1 do poflcfle them, at too deare a rate. 
But foft (Fond Icarus) how high wilt foare ? 

Thou dreamft I think, or foulie doft miftake, 
I dreame indeed, Ah might I ncuer wake. 

Like 
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Like as the Hawke caft from the Faulkners fift, 
Freed from the Mew doth (ioyfull) take his flight, 
Soaring aloft in th* aire as beft him lift, 
Now here, now there, doth finde no fmall delight, 

Enioying that, which Treafures all doth pafle, 

(His libertie) wherefore he prifoner was. 

But when th* acquainted Hollow he doth heare, 
And feeth the Lure caft forth him home to traine. 
As one obedient full of awfuU feare. 
He leaues his flight, and backward turnes againe, 
Chufmg in ancient bonds for to be bound. 
Fore faithles to his Lord he will be found : 

So (Alba) though I wanton, otherwhile, 

Do runnc abrode, and other Ladies court. 

Seeking the time with pleafures to beguile, 

And oft my felfe with words of courfe do fport, 
Diflembling with Diflemblers cunninglie. 
As is the guife, with tongue, with hand, and Eye. 

Yet when I thinke vpon thy face diuine. 

Thy Beautie cals me home, ftraight as a Lure, 

All other banifliing from Hart of mine. 

And in Loves Bands to thee doth binde me fure. 

And fince my Faith, and Fates do fo ordaine, 

I am content thy prifoner to remaine. 

Where 
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Where are thofe Haires fo loucly Browne in (how ? 

Where is that fnowy Mount of luorie white ? 

With damaske Rofc where do the Lillies grow ? 

Whofe Colours & whofe fweetnes All delight i (Louc, 
Where are thofe chcerfuU Lights, Lamps of cleere 
Wherein, a bcautious Hcaucn doth alwaies moue ? 

Where are thofe Margarits Pearles witliouten prifc. 

And Rubies rich (my matchlcs Treafures (lore) 

With other Graces, wonders to the Wife, 

Worthy that euery Lawrell them adore ? 
I know not I, vnlcs in her they be, 
In Her who's Faire, Alas too Faire for me. 

Why haue not tlien my Stars fo courteous bin. 

In this to me, as they are in the reft. 

That I by loftie ftile might Beautie win. 

And blaze abrode her praifc deferuing beft ? 

Why haue not I the Gift, her Gifts to thunder. 
And make the world thereat admire and wonder ? 

Could I (but as (lie doth defcrue aright) 

Sing as a Cignct fwcctc with plcafing vainc. 

Her Vertues rare, licr ftraining Beauties fight, 

As I am blunt in Wit. and dull in Brainc, 

I then (hould fee, her Courteous, Gentle, Milde, 
Where now I findc her, CrucU, Proud and Wilde. 

Needs 
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Needes muft I Alba leaue, yet (he*le not part, 

Though I doe loue her, yet ftill my Defire, 

Seekes her to keepe in Clofet of my Hart ; 

And though (lie doth againft me thus confpire, 
Yet with my Soule, I muft her Error moane, 
Since fo vnkindelie (he her felfe hath (howne. 

My fecret griefes He in my felfe difieft ; 
The world (hall neuer know her hatefull Pride, 
Her (hame (my Bane) I will concealc in breft, 
And as a Monument there (hall it bide. 

Alba farewell, all pittie now is fled, 

And fmce tis fo, Adew, I am but Dead. 

But thou (my Hart) come thou from her thy way ; 

Tis time (I thinke) to leaue that witching face, 

Where too too much vnkindenes ftill doth (lay ; 

For Loyall Loue, there is no refting place. 

Simple Goodwill, to foiourne (indes it vaine, 
Where Thoughts are falls, and Double do remaine. 

My nere ftainde Faith, my life (hall teftifie, 

To future Age, that (hall hereafter come, 

To (hew the world my fpotles Loyaltie : 

And yet perhaps againe may (hine the Sunne, 
When as my Trueth vnto her being knowne, 
She may at laft receiue me for her owne. 

F The 



The Conclufion of the fecond Part 

JF I Jkould count the /pending of my time^ 

Since Her I lojl, with whom I left my life ; 
How I in Grief e without relief e doe pine, 
My feldome Pleafures, and my Corjies rife, 
If I fhould take vpon me, thefe to tell. 
It were in vaine^for fwere impoJ/ibelL 

Yet fail the more I fufferfor her fake, 
The more my Hart doth fiudie to endure, 
The world fhall know tlu Pennance he doth make, 
Atid how his Thoughts are loyall, cJiafie, and pure. 
So fmall account lie maketh for to die. 
As his owne Death he feeketh wilfully. 

Of Her he fiill doth buzze me in the eare, 
And wils me make a loumie to that place, 
To haue a fight of Her ( to him fo deare) 
Whofe beautious fhape all Beauties doth difgrace. 
Alas I would full faine. Her felfe doth know, 
But Danger to offend, doth JHll fay No. 

Then fince poore Hart, thou canfl not haue thy will, 
But longfi for what tltou neuer ftalt obtaine, 
Confume thy felfe with thy recureles ill. 
As Women, that with Longing breede their bane. 
And as thou diefl, let this thy Comfort be, 
Thy Love was Vertve, hers was Chastitie. 

R, T. 
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Alba Crudelijffima. 

T O here the courfe fpun Web of Difcontent, 
^ Extradl from out the caufe of my trew Griefe, 
The Quintefence of my Complaint clofe pent, 
Wherein my Hart hath line without reliefe : 

The Glaffe wherein my forrowes each may fee, 
Thou cruell Alba, thus hafte plagued me. 

Thlnke on the MeftfuU Months Minde I ftill keepe, 

Depriu'de of thee, how I doc liue forlome, 

All night I figh, all day I waile and weepe, 

As one that hath all pleafure quite forfwome : 
Thus (carefull I) doe care for careles thee, 
Whilft wretchles thou, makft no account of mee. 

Knewft thou what t'were to Loue, and what to hate, 
I know with Malice thine thou wouldft difpence, 
And wouldft enhaunce my Bale to bliffefull ftate. 
And Loue with Loue, not Rigor recompence ; 
Ah gainft me doe not thou thy wrath incite, 
Monftrous it is, Loue to repaye with fpite. 

Be gracious then, though I haue graceles bin, 

Let Fauour thine, aboue my Merit fhow, 

Againft the Tide, why fliouldft thou alwaies fwim ; 

And as a froward Tortoys backeward goe ? 

Not Night, but Light giue me with thofe faire Eyes, 
Fierce Serpents (not milde Doues) enuenomife. 

F3 To 
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Now earthly Goddejfe haue thou fome regard 

To me thy feruant, crauing what is iufl, 

Though long at laft, yeelde to me fome rewarde, 

Since I relie on thee, and wholy truft. 

Thinke on the pennance fore I doe endure, 
Which to my Soule, thine Abfence doth procure. 

Support my feeble Thoughts, that fcarfe can moue, 
For thou wert wont, fuch, better to commend, 
Who would perfift more loyall in their Loue, 
And perfeuere vnto the lateft end, 

Then thofe, who whe Loues courfe they gan to run, 
Would giue it ore, before halfe way were done. 

I cannot doe fo, for my longing Hart, 
Is knit in thine, in fuch perfeflion ftrange, 
That Death thefe twaine in funder cannot part, 
Nor length of Time, nor Places diftant change : 
Thy Beautious Vertiu, Vertuous Beautie tis, 
That makes me ioy in noy, take Bale for blis. 

Ah where art thou kinde Friend/hip that of yore 
Still with thy cheerefull fmilc, didft comfort mee ? 
And fweetely wouldft with me my ftate deplore. 
When heauie, fad, and grieu'd thou didft me fee ? 

Ah where are thofe Alcinoi daies as now } 

I Metamorphofde am, I know not how. 

F 4 Clecre 
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Clecrc fliincs the Sonne, yet (hines it not on me, 

Fairc is the Morne, yet darkened is my Light. 

Others the Spring, I Fall of leafe doe fee, 

Whileft I enioy no Day, but gloomy Night ; 

Thou art the caufe (fweete Alba for thy Louc, 
In abfence thine) thefe bitter Brunts I proue. 

Whileft thou like Princefle entertained art. 

By thy kinde Tenants in mod dutious wife. 

Seeking to (hew the zeal of their pure Hart, 

By all the plcafing mcanes they can deuife. 
Striuing who (hall thee better entertaine, 
(Stgnes of thy welcome home to them againe.) 

I here am left alone, all pofte alone, 

As Loves true Pledge, that lies for Faith to Pawne, 

Onely to wait thy parturc and to mone, 

Whtleft my Conceits on Sorrowes Tent are drawne, 

Like to the Bird, on folitarie branch, 

WalUng his Mates fowre loflfe through hard mifchlce. 

Then louely thou my Harts deare Treafurer, 

Let me obtainc this Fauour at thy Grace, 

That thou delay no longer nor defer, 

But daine me once more, fee thy heauenly face. 
Elfe here I vow, (if fo thou come not foone) 
Me^ (halt thou not fee, thou (halt fee my Toome. 

Now 
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Now that my weary fpirits do runne their race, 
To thofe tranfplendent Lamps of Alba faire : 
And gazing there (in vaine) do plead for grace, 
Leauing their ancient lodging nakte and bare. 
She as their Foe stands on her Brauerie, 
And paflfage to their Entrance doth denie. 

They finding (hut fall clofe, milde Pities gate, 

And feeing in what danger I remaine. 

With hafte retume from whence they came of late. 

Retiring to their wonted Home againe, 

Where they repofe, of Hope quite difpoffeft, 
And there with Feare and Care together reft. 

Difdaine thofe eyes fpoyles, that before were bright, 

And ficrce'Defire, that to reuenge hath minde 

Increafeth ftill in hart to worke me fpite, 

Deuifing how to make her more vnkinde : 
The one, the Bellowes vnto Furie blowes. 
The other, flaue to wrathful! Anger ftiowes. 

But though to me (he feemes as pitilefle. 
Seeking my Death, without caufe to confpire : 
Yet will I beare with all wrongs nere the leffe, 
Refolu'd to bide the vtmoft of her ire : 

Againft her wrath He true and Humble be. 
For Faiths my Fence, my Shield's, Humilitie. 

Poore 
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Poore Meleager being in difdaine, 

With furious Altea (cruell mother his) 

She flang his fatall Brand in fierie flame, 

Long time kept by her, (as her chiefeft blis) 
So as through fire it did (confumde) decay, 
His wretched life did peece-meale wafte away. 

Altea^ mine Alba is, Meleager I, 

The fatall Brand where bides my life, her Loue : 

No longer then (he keepes this happely 

For me, no longer may my fpirits moue. 
Long time Affe£lion kept it, but as now 
She flings it in the flame with angrie brow. 

Angelas the Fire, SufpeSl kindles the Flame, 
Conceifs the Bellowes, wherewith (he doth blow : 
Hajle was the hand which flung it in the fame, 
The Coles, Vnkindnes, that did burne it fo. 
Ah, but one drop of Water of her Grace, 
If fo I had, twould quencht be in fmall fpace. 

Thus do I burne, and burning breathe my laft, 
And breathing laft, to naught confume away : 
Like to that Lampe whofe Oyle when it doth wafte, 
By lefTer light, and lefTer doth decay. 

Yet in this Fire I crie ftill for to moue her, 

Ah pitie me thVnhappieft loyall Loucr. 

Thou 
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Thou foHtaric Mountaine, Mount of Mone^ 
Pleafing to me, mine only folace chiefe, 
How like arc we ? we two fecme but as One, 
Since thou ftiewft fad, and I ftill, to haue Griefe, 

Thou with wilde fauadge Woods art compaft round, 
And in my Breaft ftiarp auftere Thoughts are found. 

The huger Hill in bignes thou doft fliow, 

The more, (All) thee vncouth and fauadge deeme : 

The more that I in yeares in Loue do grow, 

The more deformed Creature I do feeme. 

Water from thee, from eucry fide doth come, 
And teares from out mine eyes as Fountaines run. 

Thou doft abide the bluftring furious winde, 

The paine of skalding fighs perforce I feelc : 

Tempefts and ftormes, to thee are oft vnkinde, 

But worfe to me is ALBAS Hart of fteele : 

Thou ftrooken art by loues fire from aboue, 
And I am blafted with Lightning of Loue. 

Thou wanteft Fruit, and I am without Hart, 

Only in this my Griefes do thine exceede, 

That where as thou infenfible ftill art, 

I (liuing) feele too well the Brunt indeede. 
Yet wert thou worfe I like in thee to ftay, 
Since that my Pearle, mine Alba's gone her way. 

O 
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Ye Iloarie ///Tr, and Icie waUrs colde. 
If what frdh A/^n'// ghic^, (harp laniaere 
To take away from you hiinfelfe fhewes bolde : 
Yet quickly doth the Sunnc with pleafing chccrc, 
Rcftore to you your Liuerics greene againe. 
And flowrinj Banks longft which you ftreme an-ais. 

But now to mc from whom mine Alba fairc, 
Still hides her fclfe, all Hope is withered quite : 
Nor will (he fhcw her fclfc, to cafe my Care, 
For my yong Plant an enuious frofl doth bite, 
Since that fame hart that jjcatle was of yore, 
Ilardning it felfe gaind me. dill fwcUeth more. 

Nature (you) gouemes. but Lone rules ore mee ; 

Nature is louing as a Mother kinde, 

Lotie^ worfe then cruell Step dame is to fee, 

And to my loffe (gainft confcicnce) doth me binde. 
Taking from me mine ancient Priuilcdge 
Whereby I liue, my daics for to abridge. 

Then happic Hits you (hall be grcenc againe, 

And bleffed Springs your Courfcs you fhrill holdc : 

But if that flic reuiuc not that hath flaine, 

I foone fliall dye, Conceit is growne fo cold, 

Left her warmc Sunnc glide hither it to thaw, 
My freezing Hart no more his breath (hall draw. 

How 
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How long fliall I knock at that Iron Gate^ 
Of thy Iiard Hart, for mercie ? (but in vaine ?) 
How long my Griefes to thy deaffe eares relate, 
And reape nought els but trauell for my paine ? 
Yet ftill He hope, fmce Acomes, Okes become 
And tynie drops proue Floods that ftreamlng runne. 

Thy face is faire, yeeld Fauour then to mee ; 
Thy hart is flefli, not bone, then gently fliow ; 
Ah let thy Loue with thy fweet Cheere agree, 
And to atonement we fliall quickly grow : 

My Loue which is to thee more then extreame. 

Requite not with a fortune ouer meane. 

If thou ftiouldft be Vnfaithfull in thy Loue, 

Where fliould I flie for fuccour, or for Truth ? 

If th'owlt not heare my fute, whom fhould I moue ? 

If thou be Cruell, who will then fliew Ruth ? 
If thou Deceit ftialt vfe, twill likely be, 
Others difpence will with deepd fubtiltie. 

More triall then th' haft had thou canft not haue ; 
(How oft) my fecret Harts depth wilt thou found ? 
Wilt thou my blood fpill when thou maift it faue ? 
When thou maift heale my Grief, ftill wilt thou wound ? 

Ah do not {Surgion like) Anatomife 

Each muskk of my gricfc in cruell wife. 

Sick 
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Sick in my lothed Bed I languifh fad, 
Nor can my learned Doftor help me ought, 
His cunning now is at the lateft caft, 
Yet he no eafe to crafed me hath brought. 

And marueile none though he no helpe can finde, 

Sicke am I not in Bodie, but in minde. 

My hart each houre doth worfe and worfer proue, 
And my Difeafe encreafeth more and more, 
Becaufe he wants her fight whom I doe loue : 
Nor can I haue a falue for this my fore. 

Leffe fo much labour, LoVE for me doth take, 

As my Phifition, Alba faire to make. 

Sicke is my foule, my Body languifheth, 
Th* one's farre from health, the other's nothing nie : 
So as I doubtfull Hue, fcarce drawing breath, 
Twixt feare and hope in this extremitie. 

A ftrange Confumption hath me wafted long, 

And for a Pearle reftoratiue I long. 

This for me, then all Phifick is moft fure. 

Or els I doubt I neuer fliall be whole : 

For whilft that Nature would my Bodie cure, 

Loue (peftilenzing) doth infefl my foule. 

Then Alba (hew now if thou be'ft Diuine, 
Raife Dead to life, for now, or nere tis time. 

Why 
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Why (hould I loue, when I am loathed dill ? 
And praife her dill, who feekes me to difpraife ? 
Why fhould graue reafon yeelde to headilrong will, 
My Griefes the more to multiplie and raife. 

I doe commit Idolatrie extreme 

With her, whom I fhould rather right blafpheme. 

Fire if it warme not, for no Fire we deeme, 

The Sunne, no Sunne we count, except it fhine, 

Water no water, but it wet do feeme, 

Vertue no vertue, left it ftiow fome figne : 
No Woman is (he, thats not pitiful!, 
Rather Prides Spaune, a nice difdainefull Trull. 

Haue I tranfgreft the Boundes of Modeftie ? 

Whifpering vndecent fpeeches in her Eare, 

Or haue I (ere) afTailde her Chaftitie, 

And fought the fpoyle thereof away to beare ? 
If I haue (hamde my felf in fuch grolTe wife, 
Why then (he reafon hath me to defpife. 

Ah no, far be it from my harmeles Thought, 

Such bafe vnfeemely tricks to her to moue, 

A matter fmall it was (God knowes) I fought, 

Onely to be Retainer to her Lou€. 

No fcandall t'is, t'is no Difparagement, 

Seruice t'acccpt, where naught but Honors ment. 

G Faine 
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Faine would I take of quiet fleepe the Say, 
My wearied Corfc with eafc for to delight. 
But I no wiflicd reft can finde by Day, 
Nor dumber fweetely in my bed by Night 
No reft I wretched man as yet can take, 
My woes are fuch, as force me ftill to wake. 

My Trueth is meafured by my Fortune hard. 

And I (poore foule) VnfaithfuU iudged am, 

Bccaufc I fccmc VnhappU ; and am bard 

FrO all good Chance : (Gainft right) I beare tlie blarney 
But willingly ; (fmce (he doth will) I (hall 
Whofe Abfence tumes my Hony into Gaule 

Yet faine I flumber would, though but a while ; 

But if I cannot with that Fodc be fed, 

I will embrace (the time for to beguile) 

Such golden Thoughts as are within my head. 

Golden indeede, Golde Thoughts of fuch a one, 
As I prefer fore Golde, though (he a Stone 

But fleepe, or die, Then, dye, thou canft not fleepe. 

For thee to flccpc it is impoflTibcll, 

To thinke what's pad, broade waking will thee keepe : 

Which thou muft ftill conccalc, not any tell. 
My comfort's this, that waking as I die, 
I fee my Loiic in Thought, though not with eye. 
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Pure iHorie white, with fpot of Crimfon red. 
Where Beauties Firjl Borne lay the perfedl Molde, 
Or like Aurora rifing from her Bed, 
Such was mine Alba faire for to beholde. 

Such was She, when She louely Love ore came, 
The Conquerors Glory ^ Conquereds Pkafing Shame, 

But now tliat Cullor faire hath changde his grace, 
Through Burning Feuer^ (deadly in his kinde) 
And Sallow Palenes ftained hath that Face, 
To whom the Prize for Fauour was aflinde, 
Sicke is my Lady, ficke is all Delight, 
And brighteft Day is turnde to darkeft Night. 

Fortune hath ftolne from Alba, tooke from LoVE, 
From him (he takes his Solace, Sport and Play ; 
From Her her Beautic which (he would improue, 
And to her felfe, would (falfely) it conuay. 
Being Pitifull (he Cruell feemes to be 
And in her Blindenes iheweth that fhe can fee. 

Falfe Fortune darke as Molle in any Good ; 
But to doe Hurt, as Argus, full of Eyes, 
In outward (hew, a Tiger fierce and wood : 
And yet to me (he's kinde in piteous wife. 

Since She, by drawing Beautie from that place, 
Quencht hath my Fier, to cafe me for a fpace. 

G2 



99 



ALBA. 



My Harte vpoa his Deathbed, ficke, did lye. 

Calling vpon proud Alba but in vaine ; 

Too Cniell (he» (for pittie) it did ciie. 

Yet had RepulTe through Rigor of Difdaiae. 
So as to liue Aus (loc^ it could not bide. 
Bat (booe gaue vp the Ghoft, and fo he dide. 

Tlieft tothc Glri^^^of bad F(7r/^ 

By GtDoking %hes it qukfclie was coauaide^ 

A pbce for thefe (ad Funerals preparde, 

\VlKie ift a r^db^ of Z>n2As^ 

Anger. Sofpeel. Griefie; Soraw; Care; and Fare, 
WWl di&aiU Doobtcs, the chiefeft mcnrKis wm. 

AboMit tibe Hicfce. great ftxe of Tears were (bed ; 
Tke TordKS tkat dsd boarae fo cJcire asd br^tat. 
Were AtAJkS ejnes hr CrKftfc afieA. 
VVlMAieuira^ 

die McosmnsaBt ypia»2 m^ss 

Tlie Ejifci?* for V :a>jaiii ?fis 

VY» Acs iohfc3S«. Mi cimec ie iauL 
Im 4w Ac jimtk -Vjtc Mnmidr a: 
Wim A::k\ ^4i>\TW tr & 
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Poore Soule, in couert ioy, thy Care fauns reft, 
Weare Willow in thy Hat, Baies in thy Hart, 
Gold when it bubleth leaft, then boyles it beft 
Water runs fmootheft in the deepeft part. 
By thy great warines let it be feene, 
Not what thou now art, but what thou haft beene. 

The greateft comfort (as a Louers dew) 
Is, of his Miftris Secrets, much to know. 
Yet no leffe labor for him (being Trew) 
Then naught to fay, nor ought thereof to fliew : 

Of men we learne to fpeake, things to reueale, 

Of Gods, filcnt to be, and to conceale. 

Yet's fweete the Beautie of mine Alba faire : 

What blabft thou it ? yea blab it willinglie : 

Bees that doe die, with honey buried are. 

With dulcet notes, and heauenly Harmonie : 

And they that dying, doc Beautie ftill commend. 
Shall be with kindenes honoured in the end. 

Then hope thou well, and haue well (as they fay) 

Long haue I hopte, but Hoping is in vaine, 

Hope with Allufions, dallying doth me pay, 

Yet but for Hope, the Hart would breake in twaine. 
Ah Melt my Hart, would Melted once thou were, 
Thou ftiouldft not then haue caufc fo much to feare. 

G 3 The 
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I f^*T^* ii'pT'* Tc: 31 iesie £xk5b»L 

I2 TyVftr I I czazBic liiiifc*, 

Ajii isris inzL r^eSz s^^rzzsrs zlt Hjk : 
WiatSjr: 3ie iesisl riE ±11 i ctek. 
Gsy"i7rg 3rj aia? vic^ ijcii ,jwar.?£^ aaitt : 

Yit I Sirgii; ier. >r> q .^ jsI i 

Thar hsr jars* Fit y-^r^is «ea kiSs me. 

My hip-'es Fcyrry bxri I irZ c55cx. 

Hatis^ an icy. I pnsir tbcre "wrZ 

Became I of cry vii as dlircdlsL 

Like pA^srt of Ljan srr I plaiae, 

<X wlKKn I voeKT yet) oxild Fjoumr gaioe. 



How 



I 



ALBA. 



How long fliall I importune thee with Cries, 
And preffe thee for fome Grace (Jiard Jlintie Dame?) 
How long my fute deplore in pitious wife, 
And yet be fruftrate of that I complaine ? 

Vrge me with ought if fo thou canft of 111 

Do but obie6l, and anfwer thee I will. 

Cite me at LoVES great Audit to appeare, 

And if a iujl account I giue not tliee 

Of all my Life, fmce Loyall I did fweare 

Vnto thy Cniell felfe, cajheere thou mee : 

But if I true haue bin and dealt vpright. 
Thou doft me wrong to fet by me fo light. 

More then high time tis for thee to relent, 
My forrowes flowes aboue their wonted Bound, 
And well nie breake my Hart where they are pent, 
(For fo great Force) a too too flender ground. 
Then me fupplant not from my wifhed reft, 
But do abiure harfli Rigor from thy brcft. 

Affed me (not inflift on me) frefh woe 
Thy Loue, my feruice merits, not thy Hate, 
My loyall Hart to thee, didft thou but know, 
Thou wouldft not thus reuenge, but rew my ftate : 

Nor am I ouer bolde in what I craue, 

Pitie (not Fauour) I defire to haue. 

G 4 Tawny 
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Loves Labor Lost, I once did fee a Play, 

Ycleped fo, fo called to my paine, 

Which I to heare to my fmall loy did ftay, 

Gluing attendance on my froward Dame, 
My mifgiuing minde prefaging to me 111, 
Yet was I drawne to fee it gainft my Will. 

This Play no Play^ but Plague was vnto me, 

For there I loft the Loue I liked moft : 

And what to others feemde a left to be, 

I, that (in eameft) found vnto my coft. 
To euery one (faue me) twas Comically 
Whilft Tragick like to me it did befall. 

Each A£lor plaid in cunning wife his part. 
But chiefly Thofe entrapt in Cupids fnare : 
Yet all was fained, twas not from the hart. 
They feemde to grieue, but yet they felt no care : 
Twas I that Griefe (indeed) did beare in breft, 
The others did but make a (how in left. 

Yet neither faining theirs, nor my meere Truth, 
Could make her once fo much as for to fmile : 
Whilft (he (defpite of pitie milde and ruth) 
Did fit as skoming of my Woes the while. 

Thus did ftie fit to fee LovE lofe his LovE, 

Like hardncd Rock that force nor power can moue. 



ALBA. 



Deare Parler, (louing lodging vnto me) 

Mine only Walke and Garden of Delight, 

Ah who hath tooke thy Beautic now from thee ? 

And reft from me what moft did pleafe my fight ? 
Ah if our wonted Sunne do not retume, 
(As abfent Her) fo, me, (dead) (halt thou mourne. 

My Hart that fcarce his fainting breath drawes hard, 
Demaundeth ftill his tribute of mine eyes : 
Needes mud I fay a too too fmall reward 
Whilft he his Mafters forrowes oremuch tries. 

(Poore Hart) thy Mafter wrongs thee I confeffe. 

Yet cannot he amend it neer the leffe. 

I beare my part with thee in this fad mone, 

In this fad Quire where dolefuU Notes I fing : 

For not to any but to me alone, 

This Roomth as vncouth feemes, and griefe doth bring, 
Yet fince (he here did vfe her walke to make, 
Thefe naked Walls He honor for her fake. 

Ah Quondam Temple of my Goddejfe faire^ 

Great reafon haue I thee for to adore : 

Thy Boords and Windowes I do holde as rare. 

Since thou haft entertainde her heretofore. 

Though Saint be gone, and nought be left but Shrine^ 
Yet for her Loue He hold thee as Diuine. 

Shall 
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Ah Alba faire, ah me vnfortunate ! 
Ah that my Birth's fo low, my Thoughts fo hie, 
My due Defires fo great, fo poore my (late, 
As not to ioy my Right, deferuingHe ! 

How might I pleafe thee, thee for to poffcffe ? 

With how great will would I my felfe addreffe ? 

Will Labours patient of Extremities 
Obtaine the fauour of thy long fought Loue ? 
I will attempt, if fo thou but deuife, 
Monllers to tame, and Mountaines to remoue : 
Alcides like, all things I will fubdue 
So I may finde thee gracious when I fue. 

Doll thou the pafTions of deep Loue defire ? 
The fad defpayring moode of perplext minde. 
The nere expreft (through hidden torments) Fire 
Of racked Thoughts ? doft couet this to finde ? 

Mark my deep fighs, my hollow eyes, fait teares. 
My broken fleepes, my heauy countnance beares. 

Wouldft thou I to thy Beautie vowde fliould bee ? 

And in thy feruice fpend my long lifes time ? 

Remember then my folitarie life for thee, 

This feuen whole yeares (a Prentijhip of mine) 

Tis true (thou knowft) where ere thou (now) remaine, 
Then be appeafde, and pleafde to eafe my paine. 

Say 
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SMf thn Mm Alia, fa ire, yet full of fpigbt 
Wliftl I done that tbou flioiiMft iiie mdoel 

Wlqr fileot art thuu whm to tboe 1 fue ? 

Tbc marc Submifrttie I, and Htimble itm, 
Wliy gftioft QIC cloft Iby fcUc OsU 

Whoa hMc 1 but mim raw 7%Miipto fiilrilrftilit 
And tlgr fire Vertucs t and what oompmie 
Bi^ Cmimifkiimf hath with me raaahidel 

Vikom haye I not contemiKl for thee* fince tlfie 
I firft bibill Man*^ of thM. 

tbae t Ml c»{* lo fmtk not tod idii fMte 

On t!v rv r . fe thou to fayottr them I terl 

llauc not all Iniufiei to am fain fivecte ? 

If thou didft wiU ma hmm fSmm^ Iwai a Lam 

Haw taotl^aatBq^firidnyMitti^ « 

Yet fat tilt tnldil of thde di^tf^fi^ T&ff^gi^^ 
Tim artnai oafyiUbtf oT nqr 2>Mi^ 
But ndcft aecoutit of mcv fan« worie tfie& Hovfirt^ 
Nor doll by Udfiigie yedd mc any Kuth : 
My ttm intfpolto4i cannot be aooqAcdt 
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Like to this Sea, LoVE hath me fafliiond right, 

He full of water, I replete with woe : 

He boyles and bubleth vp in open fight, 

I fret and rage where ere I (wandring) goe : 

He flowes, and boue his banks the furges rife, 
(From me) fait teares gufli forth in dreaming wife. 

He water wants not, nor my Griefes decreafe ; 
Thoufands of quickfands hath he ail about, 
I, thoufand cares that on my Hart do feafe : 
His waues are cut in twaine, my Hart, throughout. 

The whillling reedes about his banks do found, 

Sorrow in me is of my fong the ground. 

Both windes and raine vpon him (daily) fall, 

I ftill, diftill fait (howres and fighs amaine : 

By tempefts, oft his Channels broke are all, 

My Bowels cleft be with continuall paine : 

His bottome none can well perceiue or fee. 
My Torments without depth fauns founding be& 

Only we differ thus, he ftill doth bide 

Here, fwallowing them that paflfe alongft this place, 

I vade away, and {Cnull Homicide) 

Murther I doe my felfe in pitious cafe. 

Who then can rid me {Notamie of Woe) 

From thefe hell plagues .> None, but my CrueU Foe, 

Alba 
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Alba I haue not liued oucr long, 
Yet haue I hollow eyes, and haircs halfe gray : 
My yeares not many, Tor I am but yong, 
Though wrinckled be my cheekes and lims decay. 

But is this Deftinie, or id pure Deceit ? 

That hath on me (thus) wrought this cunning feat t 

1ft be the firft, why then none could preuent 

My wretched Stars to Tcape this miferie ? 

Ift be the latter that fuch ill me ment, 

I need OS mud think it was mine Enemie. 

It was (indeed), thy felfe it was {Faire WUck) 
That with thy beautie wrought me to be fich. 

Thou art too Faire (I fee) Tor to be true, 

And too too Falfe for one that is fo Faire : 

Yet for my wrongs thou feemeft not to rue, 

Nor for my Crofles ought at All doft care : 

And yet my Loue's more feruent dill towards thee. 
My fparks growne flames, my cinders bonfires bee. 

Only I grieue my daies are at an end. 

Fore I can of thee any fauour gaine : 

And which is worfe, I likely am to fpcnd 

All the Remainder, yet no Grace obtaine. 
Vnhappie Pilgrim I, borne ftill to euill, 
To (hrine her for a Saint, who is a Deuill. 

When 
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When Beautie fickncth, then Defire doth die, 
Fauor doth vade moft flouring in his prime. 
Then LoVE doth ebbe, when flowes Aduerjitie, 
But Friend/hip bides out euerie ftormie Time. 
Ah Alba I not doted haue on thee, 
But lou'd thee deare, as deere as deere might bee. 

Affeilion, (alwaies) either grounded is. 
On Vertue ; (and Vertue nerc peeuifh (howes) 
Or elfe on Beautie ; (counted chiefeft blifle) 
And Beautie praifde, (through Loue) more fairer growes 
I neuer Peruerfe was, nor Sullen yet, 
But praifde thy Beautie to mine vtmoft wit. 

To thee, I, both a Friend and Louer am, 
Yet euery Louer is no Conjiant Friend, 
But who a Friend in Nature is and Name^ 
As Louer true begins, and true doth end : 

Thy trueft Friend am I, more then another. 
And vnto thee the faithfulft loyalft Louer. 

Vertue (in me) Affe£lion (hall fubdue, 

Wifedome, all Luji, my Friend/hip fweeteft Beautie^ 

lie not be fickle, falfe, but conflant, true, 

Seruing thee ftill, with all refpeft of Dutie ; 

And when I (hall be buried, dead and gone, 
My Ghoft (hall (as thy Slaue) thee tend vpon. 
H 



ALBA. 



Time was and is, and euer (hall be ftill, 

That I to honor thee will neuer fpare, 

But for to call it Loue or Pi4re Goodwill^ 

I neuer durft, although I feemde to dare, 
Then fuffer me, to follow this my Vaine 
Flattering my felfe, although I nothing gaine. 

None plcafed hath mine eyes, but Alba bright, 
None but fweete Alba doth poffefle my Hart, 
Mine eares in Alba, onely take delight, 
And this my Soule, from Alba nere fliall part. 
To follow thee, all Fortunes He forfake. 
And vnto thee alone, my felfe betake. 

The Gods haue fet fuch difference twixt our (late, 
That all muft be, pure Dewtie^ Reuerence; 
Nothing I muft terme LoVE (fuch is my Fate,) 
Except thou daine, therewith for to difpence. 

And fmce I know that fo thou doft command, 
I condefcend will to it out of hand. 

Yet my Vnfpotted TItoughts, my pining Cor/e, 
My Difcontented Life, let them obtaine 
One bleffed Fauour through thy kinde remorfe. 
Though they not merit leaft part of the fame. 
So I with loy fliall end my wearic daies. 
And dying, found abroad thy nere dying Praife. 
H 2 





/ fusfi far U be UfUd vp i0 tit Siu^ 

Pr^m aU IH/grau, from irmtbU md o^mj^ 

Whifi, (^f my/elfe) I nere dMf^rfi\ moMml fo kk, 

Ih^racUmi thm (Swcetc Goddefie) of my Thought^ 
l^0r thy pmer tts, doth make me foarc aloft 
II Dilgratiato. R T. G. 
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Deo^ Optimo, Maximo. 



T T rith Teares in Eyes, with drops of Blood from Hart, 
^ ^ With skalding fighs from inward grieued Soule, 
A CONVERTITE, from Vaine Love now I part, 
Whilft, for my Sinnes fore Heauen I do condole. 
I know, and knowledge I haue lined wrong, 
And wilful! fought mine owne Deftru6tion long. 

The Temple of my Heauenly GoD I haue, 

For earthly Goddejfe^ ftainde blafphemoufly, 

Selling my felfe to Satan for his Slauey 

Whilft I tranfgrcft in vile Apojlafie. 

Banifht my felfe I haue from Paradize, 
Through thriftles Tqyes of bafe-bome Vanities. 

O thou that on fwift Cherubins doft ride, 
Creator of all Creatures that do line, 
Whofe Loue was fuch as thou for Man haft dide. 
Though he thee hated, skomed, and did grieue : 
Vouchfafe to view and rue my defprate ftate. 
And me once more from fmne regenerate. 

Ah looke vpon me with milde Mercies eye, 

Clenfe me with pureft Water of thy Grace : 

Remember not how I haue gone awry, 

Since I renounce to runne more fuch a Race. 
Ah glorious Spoufe, thy Beautie I dcfire. 
For now to Heauen, not Earth, my Thoughts afpire. 
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ALBA. 



Thrice precious purfe, by daintie Hand ywrought, 
Of Beauties Firft Borne, Fauours rightful! Heirc, 
Not for a world of wealth, purchaft or bought, 
But freely giuen (for Loue) by Alba faire : 

Giuen to me, vnworthie of the fame, 

As one not meriting fo great a Gainc. 

Tis not the richnes hereof, though tis much, 

Nor rarcnes of the worke furpafling skill. 

That I account of, though that it be fuch, 

As euery eye, with mafement it doth fill : 

But caufe t'was made by that Alconquering Hand, 
Whofe becke, eue Loues own felf doth countermSd. 

Dan Fortunatus Bagge, which Hiftories 

Affirme, endles to be for golden (lore. 

And that it helde of Quoyne Infinities, 

To this my purfe is needy, bafe and poore : 

Golde in the infide (onely) of his purfe was feene, 
But mine, hath (alwaics) Golde without and in. 

Pure gold tis wrought with, yet her Haires more bright, 
Saft is the Silke, more faft her fnowie skinne, 
Orient the Perle, yet are her teeth more white, 
The Cullers rare ; her cheekes the prife tho, winne : 
Ah precious Purfe, where what I doe beholde, 
Are CuUours rare, fine Perle, faft Silke, pure Golde. 

Warme 



Diuine Poems. 



Thou wandring Spirit, to whom loue doth commit 
(Of this my Body fraile) the gouemment : 
Why, gadding thus from Truth fo farre doll flit ? 
Why, are thine eyes with wilful! blindnes pent ? 

Why, doft not marke what Danger is at hand ? 

What damned Death doth at thine elbow (land ? 

Ah, be not flattred with this poyfenous LovE, 

But call thy former Wits to thee againe : 

Thofe wicked Thoughts roote out, and hence rcmoue, 

Whilft Life in thee to do it doth remaine, 

What Mortall is, by mortall Death fupprefTe, 
Thy Gaine fliall be the more, thy Loffe the lefle. 

Heatien once thy Manfion was, and dwelling place, 

Now Hell thou feekft by running thus aftray, 

Vnhappie Soule to be in fuch a cafe, 

So wilfully to feeke thine owne Decay : 

Thou woundft thy felfe, to God a Rebbell th'art. 
And only llriu'ft to pleafe the World in Hart 

Alas, in whom now doft thou put thy truft ? 
On whom doft thou relie, or hope on now ? 
Ah tume, and (ftill) Hue (halt thou with the lujl, 
Ah turne againe, and trebble bleflfed thou : 

Thou, then (halt be, whereas the Blejfed are, (Starre. 

Poore Soule, mongft Soules, mongft Stars, a brightfome 

Whats 
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VnM'%G0di The SmtrJicfGe^Jmamd^Sjri^ 

What is that Giwdmn} Such a CMhcr fimiid 

As aye inmafcth without pcrifluBg. 

Horn is it made? In fraoie and fiifhioa Romid* 

Like to a FoTme that in it doth conta tn c. 

His £W and his A^MiMV in the faM 

This Gpodma^ (firft) froa whence did it p rocccd c ? 
Three proper Vrima there be, that forth do rann^ 
Out of one famd Sio, from Humm decreedc^ 
Which compafle doth. All. what lb ere fees Suime. 

Cannot we fee it? This ESSKNCB moft Dimmt^ 

No If ortall Man hath faene at any time. 

How can it then be, if it neere be feene^ 

That it our mindes (oft lifteth vp on Higjtk) 

As if in r^^M we in had beene? 

It makes vs view fudi IVMdtrt with Fmiiks tyt. 

With Faitks deere eye whidi fliines to us lb br^g^ 
As vnto Ht^mem it is our Gmide and L^;fat 

What i« that Faiik ? A Gift, which if Defta 
In him» that firmc bcleeucth, be not found. 
It blindfold Icades him (yet with fteps dired) 
Vnto that place, where perfcA loyes abound. 

Where Gt^, the Fmthfr, Samme, and Hofy Ghtfi. 

Doermigncin GAvir great of Af^ii^^ moft. 

Thoa 



Diuine Poems. 



Thou Life which Life art calde, and yet art Deaths 
Thou Death, which Death art termde, and yet art Life^ 
Say ; which of you maintaine my vitall breath, 
Within this wretched Vale of Worldly ftrife ? 

Say, which prolongs my Life, moft of you Twaine ? 

Or thou Life, or thou Death : fay both the fame. 

I (more then Life) ftraight Death doth anfwer make. 

Nay, I (quoth Life) farre more then Death, to me, 

And for this Caufe this only Name I take 

Of Life, which by my meanes alone can be. 
Becaufe whilft I within thy Body line, 
Death no way can thee hinder, hurt, or grieue. 

But I, by cutting off (Death ftraight replies) 
This flender Thred, whereby Men runne their race. 
Bring euery Faithfull Joule, in friendly wife. 
Where he a better path (for aye) may trace. 
Making him leade a Life etemallie, 
A Life, that (ftill) doth Hue, and neuer die. 

Wherefore, what ere he be, that meanes to ioy 

This other Life that is CeleJHall, 

He muft not fcome (to fcape from worlds annoy) 

Nor thinke it much, to come when Death (hall call 
For Death, not Life, doth help vs at the end, 
Life is our Foe, but Death, our deareft Friend. 



Diuine Poems. 



That Vertue, through whofe power rulde is my foule ; 

(Only through Verfuous Loue, from Loue fet free) 

Takes force afrefli as one that would controule : 

And finding ftronge within himfelfe to bee, 
Vnbridled Will he feekes to bridle now, 
And tries to breake what fore he fcarce could bow. 

New Lords, ftew lawes ; New Cnjlomes breake the Olde, 

And where before a dark and miftie clowde, 

My minde as in a prifon did infolde, 

Now is it loofde from out that gloomie fhrowde : 
My Hart doth iump euen iuft with his defire, 
And by their Eye know both what to require. 

My watchfuU Soule recouercd hath well nie, 

The former ftate in which he lined in : 

And being free, doth call to memorie. 

What (bound) he did forget through wretched fin, 

While for his life repentant he attends, 

Immortally to line for his amends. 

Not any part there is of Bodie mine, 

But filled is with true, not falfe Delight : 

Yet doth it grieue ftill at her former Crime, 

And with Remorfe doth mortifie the Spright, 

Whilft wronged Soule, on Others layes the blame, 
Yet reprehends her felfe eucn for the fame. 

This 
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This earthly Beautie doth the Sence delight, 

But Heauenly Beautie doth the mifide more pleafe : 

The one the World hath as an Objeft right, 

And feekes the World to pleafure with fweet eafe : 

But th'other hath lehouah for hir glafTe, 

Nor (he for any but for him doth pafle. 

The Sence doth bume with Loues vnperfefl works, 
Which like a blaze in th'aire doth flit away : 
The Soule thirds after that which neuer hurts, 
And hunts for that which neuer will decay : 

That, which not fubie£l is to any time, 

But of itfelfe moft Perfefl and Diuine. 

Thou (Lord) the Mortall and Immortall both 

Created haft; marke humbly I require, 

How much within my bodie they be wroth ; 

Marke how within me, gainft me they confpire ; 
Within them felues they vary fo and grudge, 
That which of both (hall win tis hard to iudge. 

My bad Conceits from Adam fprung of yore, 
Doo headlong runne to endles death with (hame : 
And lefle that Reafon do them bridle fore, 
Hardly my Soule can paffe from whence it came. 
Then pardon Lord the Courfe that I haue runne, 
And I from Sinne a new Man will become. 

A 
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A Tirant great, /aire Beautie is in Loue, 
When it doth triumph in a louely face : 
And who with cold Difdaine, this doth not moue, 
Is caught by fubtill fweet alluring Grace : 

Who (lands at Beauties Gaze, and doth not flie, 

Is foone entrapt by wilfuU glancing eye. 

This which of true Lotu is but Pillure bare, 

With fliadowing Vale doth dimme our cleereft fight : 

And if to follow it we do not fpare, 

It foone deceiues vs with a falfe delight, 

And to perpetual prifon fends our foule, 
Vnles her fleights by Reafon we controule. 

Faire Pearle, fine gold, bafe excrements of th'earth ; 

Whats Beautie, but a little White and Redt 

Reuiued with a little liuely Breath, 

With Winde, or Sunne, or Sicknes altered ? 

All this doth Time confume and bring to nought, 
And all what ere into this world is brought 

The faired Colours drie and vanifli (hall ; 
Iheyong/l mud pack as well as doth the Olde: 
All mortall things to mortall death mud fall. 
And therefore fird were cad in earthly molde. 

That which doth flori(h greene as gra(Te to-day, 
To morrow withereth like to dried Hay. 

Swift 



Swift flics our yufcs as doth n ninning ftfcamCy 

And lodied Agg comes ftealing on apace : 

Oar youth doth pafle away as twae a Dreame; 

And Death doth UXkrm for to take Ids place : 

Death cornea^ and our Li/a paUai to his hand 
For to lefignCj he ftia^hl doth ¥s cowmaiid. 

Strength to his oonrfie^ and winde vnto his fl^ht. 
With feathers to his wings. Time ioynedi fiift : 
And tiiis fweet life whidi we fo mudi do like^ 
Though neie fo lotli, yet moft away at laft. 

The faireft Flower muft witiier wiA the wccdc. 
What fo doth line; to die was firft deoeede. 

Thrife happie man and trebble Ueft is h^ 
That neuer treads his fteps from r^teft way. 
Nor with the mift of World wiU bUnded be: 
But keepes right path, and neuer goes aftray : 

Contemnii^ all thefe mundaine Treafures bafe. 
In hope to ioy the heauenly Wealth of Grace. 

Who dyeth ill, dyes ; who dieth well, neuer dies, 

But liues a life aboue Etemallie : 

Like good Elias^ who in wondrous wife, 

Was from bafe Earth tooke vp to liue in skie : 
Where bide Th' eUR of Chrifl for cuer bleft, 
In Abrahams bofome there for aye to reft. 

For 
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For thee my Hart doth burne like fire (Deare Lord) 

Which freefde before like Froft and chillie Ice, 

For thee to leaue my finne I doe accord ; 

Through which thy heauenly grace I did defpife. 
All Follies now, as Sliadowes vaine lie leaue, 
And vnto thee (the Sttbjlance trew) I cleaue. 

In thee I burne, and in my felfe I freefe, 

Frozen through feare, but burning through thy Loue, 

ReafoH ore Sen/es mine, now ouer fees : 

And her Authoritie ore them doth proue. 

Which^makes me humbly call to thee for grace, 
Though (proud) before I runne a felfe wild race. 

Repentance right, fad Grief e, fait Teares, fure Faith, 

Rcnue in me a forie Contrite Hart : 

My guiltie Con/deuce oft within me faith, 

I Death deferue, yet Merciful thou art : 

Sigfis from my foule I offer for my Fee, 
As pretious Blood thou offredft once to mee. 

My Hart now clenfde (and yet not mine as now) 
Sweet Chrijl to thee his firft Home turnes againe, 
From me he flies, and vnto thee doth bow : 
I giue it thee, Accept I pray the fame. 

Ah Soueraigne Sauiour, do not now defpife 

A broken Hart, for pleafing Sacrifife. 

I Weakc 
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Diuine Poems, 



Full 7. times foure of yeeres my life hath runne, 

Whil'ft to my felfe a heauy BurtJun fore, 

To others I a gainelelTe charge become, 

Soylcd with bcaftly Tlioughts vncleanly gore : 

Whil'ft in true Light being blind 1 farther goe 
From Reafons path which Judgement did me ftiow. 

Slow to good works, but too too fwift to ill, . 

My Soule abroad with flitting wings doth flie. 

And in the worlds darke bottom of felfe will, 

Mongft 1000. Snares (he carelefly doth lie. 
Where fenfuall Senfe and Ignorance aftray 
Her doubtfull leades, quight out of her right way. 

Too obftinate fhe headlong forward runnes, 
In greateft Light (he tumbleth in moft darke. 
Nor takes (he thought what of her felfe becomes, 
Be it right or wrong her courfe (he doth not marke : 
So that although Immortall (he (hould Hue, 
Moft mortall Death (he feekes her felfe to giue. 

But now thanks to the Soneraigne King of all. 

She (no more blinde) the dangers gins to fpie. 

And looking backe vnto her former fall. 

She doth repent through faith moft heartily : 

Where (he doth fee of Heauen the narrow Gate, 
Which (once) was (hut, now ope for her efcape. 

I 2 King 
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KtHj^ of all Kinges which from thy /acred Tkrom^ 
I)ocft marke and view from forth the Heaurms hie. 
Thy Graces vnto Adams Of/pring lhowne» 
Uf thy great I^oue (although vnworthilie) 

Thou that do'ft fill with trnt Delight the minde. 

With true Delight, wherein true lay «-e findc. 

Ikhold how I, orc'laid with gricuous fmnc. 

With Scute dcfird, with Heart infcclcd fore 

Doe flic to thee, thy Mercie for to winne. 

And with Repentance doc my faultes deplore : 
Lord if thy Louies and thee I hauc oflfcnded. 
Let mine old Follies^ with new Teares be clcanfcd. 

My Sorrawes, to my Sinnes are fparkes but fmall. 

So laithfome they appearc vnto my fight ; 

On thee, I at thy Gate of Pittic call. 

Thou art the Flame that canft them purge moft bright. 
The IlelloiK'cs is A»HCHJements pure dcfire, 
Which doth inflame through thy hottc louin^ Fire 

Let thy j;rcat InUintw mc forj;ut, furLjiuc. 

Anil bad CcfUYtft's that idle Fivnit's wrought. 

Let thcni nn more within mc (working) line. 

lUil to Ci'NjN/icn and Contempt bo brought : 
Oh let UiU Sinnc iny SouU llill Saiani/t, 
Hut with thy Spirit the fame impKiradtjc. 

F I N 1 S 



A moil: excellent patheti- 

call, and pajfwnate Letter of Duke 
D'Epernoun, Minion, vnto Henry 
the third. King of France and Polonia, when 
through tht Duke of Guhes detttfe and 
meams h& was forbidden the 
prefence of the King^ 



|t Y gracious Soueraigne, 
a great combate had I 
in my minde, and no 
little or fmall adoe, to 
refolae my felfe what 
way to take^ hauing 
recelued exprcfle com- 
mand ement not to approach the royall pre- 
fence of your facred Maieflie any more * a 
I 3 matter 
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A PafsioiutU 

matter of no ftnall confequencc (as that was 
vnto me) and fuch as was hard for me to be- 
leeue, and therefore not vnlikelie to be but of 
long refolution. Willing I was (my good 
Lord) to obey your letter, and fo did I ; but 
yet, (for to make manifeft the caufe of fo 
fuddaine an alteration) I did greatly defire to 
remoue from my heart, whatfoeuer might 
haue difpleafed your Grace in any of my ac- 
tions whatfoeuer : yet could I finde none, be- 
ing thoroughly determined, and wonderouf- 
lie defirous to anfwer the fame with my life, 
and bid you farewell with a liuely and open 
voyce, before the face of all the world. 

I moft humbly befeech your Maieftie to 
pardon this my Difobedience, feeing I haue 
not committed this fault (onely) for feare of 
difobeying you, but rather, becaufe I am 
pricked forward by the great affeftion I owe 
vnto your feruice, more then all the men in 
the world. I fee (Sir) I am the onely marke 
whereat the Enuie and Slaunder of France 
doe drawe their moft fierce Dartes of their 

Rigor 



of Duke UEperiumn, 



Rigor and Force ; I muft needes vndertake to 
refift, no leffe thofe, who are Enuyers of my 
good Fortune, then heretofore I haue done 
the Admirers thereof; not doubting, but 
that God will giue me the Grace, not onely to 
repulfe the, but alfo to beat the downe with 
the only Sun-fliining Beame of your royall 
Fauour, which (alone) (hal fuffice without any 
more need of other Armour ; being as ftrong 
vnto me, as the foundation of a Rocke which 
no Accidents whatfoever fhall euer be able 
to undermine. For I do not place in the ranck 
of tranfitory thinges, the Friendfliip where- 
with your Maieftie with fo great affeftion fo 
long time hath honoured me: It hath conti- 
nued without ceafing with fo great Good- 
will, and fuftayned fo many (harpe afTaultes, 
that I feare nothing at all that it fliould perifli 
in one fmall moment and on the fodaine. 
Hap-hazard did not build it. Fortune there- 
fore (hall not ouerthrow it, and the workes of 
your Maiefties bountie, (hall neuer (I hope) 
1 4 yeelde 
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yedd vnto tbe malice of fhe Enemict of nqr 
Good 

NetUiar will I have any otber proofe d die 
Etemitie of your rare Fauouis towards mee^ 
then the anfwer yoa made vnto <me of the 
Neereft about your Maiefti^ idio afiumhig 
yoa would make me too GREAT; you an- 
fwered; And fo Great will I make him, that 
it lhal not be in my power hereafter to vndoe 
him, aldioi]^ willingly I would. ThcTe are 
the wordes (worthie Prince) wherewith you 
haue pricked fimrardcs the violence of my 
malicious ill willers; Wordes in trueA, moft 
worthie tike gre ateft, nobleft and moft boua- 
tifoll Monardi of the worMe. In fo much 
as I haue engrauen in my foule an immortall 
d^re to make my fdfe worthie die effcAes 
thereof. 

But I muft not now beholden nor at diia 
time looke into^ iriiat parte your Good-will 
hath (hewed it fdfe moft firme and moft af- 
fectionate to make famous my good For- 
tune 
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of Duke nEperftaun. 

tune. The principall beginning thereof was 
refolued vpon with iudgement, the fequell 
with reafon, and the end (hall not be variable 
with ill deftinie. The proceedinges thereof 
were voluntary; your Maieftie wil not fuffer 
(I truft) that the chaunce thereof (hould be 
forced, you haue raifed me out of the dull, vn- 
to the greateft honours of your high Eftate, 
and of an vnworthie younger brother that I 
was, you haue created me a great Duke. I am 
of your owne fafhioning; I hope you will not 
fuffer your worke to be vnperfeft: and for to 
lift me vp vnto the heauens of your greatnes, 
you will not giue me winges of fo foft a wax 
that I (hall melt in the violent lightninges of 
the rage of mine enemies, to make me mife- 
rablie to fmcke into the bottomleffe (louds 
of their bloody defires. But rather contrar- 
wife, that it would pleafe you to proteft me, 
and to take a certaine kinde of pleafure and 
pride, for to fee, and beholde that the power you 
haue giuen mee may bee fufficient to ouer- 
throw thefe Infidels and bafe Creatures, their 

afpiring 
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^Esar:2£g e?3^ bcfr^ f of difcommodities, 
aiai tbesr r^-i»^Vfi d<!tenmaatioiis gufltie of 
horrible treaJocs. 

Bsit if yccr llaaeflie defire to fee the reft 
aai q:i2etaie£e of yxxLr poore Pec^l^ imagi- 
Kog I am the caafe of their pouertie and 
ceede. and r^c•t t2e quarrels and conflifis that 
tSKbe levde fello'sres banc attempted; if my 
pca^perltie ca^leth the trouble of your plca- 
fjxesL aad if yoa thinke. that ccafing the pre- 
texte cf your ynfarnrd Good-will towardes 
mee. by the fame meanes they would ceafe 
thdr euiU behaoioors alfo; let vs then (Sir) 
oueithrow this good Fortune, let vs remoue 
that whkii ferues for a colour to the enterpri- 
fcs that tiiefe tuibolent Companions goe a- 
boQt to put them felues into poflefiion of 
your Efbite ; let ts ouerthrowe the meanes, 
whidi they call the Motiues and occafions of 
their Factions; yet in the ende it fhall plainly 
be feene« that afpiring Ambition & cankred 
Enuie of thefe malcontented mindes, is 
the onely c\-nders which couers the fire, 

where 



of Duke UEpernonn, 

where with they would imbrace your Realm, 
and the breake-necke ouerthrow, into which 
they couet to thruft your people, to accom- 
pany the vnto their endles miferies. But So- 
ueraigne Liege, I doe not hold the liberalitie 
your royall Perfon hath bellowed on mee, fo 
deare, as I doe the leaft of your defires, my o- 
bedience (hall franckly yeeld to you, all that, 
which your princely Liberalitie hath bounti- 
fully giuen vnto me : whether it be to take a- 
way the colour of the warres enfuing, or to 
make it good (in good earned) vpon them 
which beare a (hewe to defire it: The loffe of 
my Goodes, fhall be the leaft of my Croffes: 
I haue alwayes confidered, that Fortune gi- 
ueth nothing, but what flie can alwayes take 
againe, and that all worldly riches are of the 
variable condition of the world, and of the 
vncertaintie of mankinde. Your Maieftie 
which gaue mee all whatfoeuer I haue, can- 
not take any thing, but what was your owne 
(before) from me; and willingly if you pleafe 
will I yeeld vp all I haue without enforcing 

mine 
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miiie owne will at all: I wiD mote cafil|r dif- 
chaige my lidfe of m/ Good% tbea dbqr 
may bee takes fiom mee: I wiD M%De aoT 
only the Eftatcs, the Hoiiof% Oflmok mad 
PoflEeflioii^ whether they be of miiie owwe 
PetfoQi or beloog[iiif vato aiy dcaiw IVife^ 
but alfo my life into your prinody Haiidc% I 
lay, that happie and contented lifie^ nhitlt I 
owe vnto your libendl int^ritie; doe aaee I 
moft humbly befeech you, fo peat a good as 
to recdue it: Leaue me oody I dcfiie to ttde 
as loooo frandces of yeerdy len^ (aaiM 
owne pooie patrimonie) it fhall be ffmm^ 
that I may roaintaine my felfe in your royall 
Court with the fmall trayne I had before yow 
knewe mee. I (hall haue fuffident^ befai^ 1m 
your prefencei and jrour ondy fight (hall bee 
more vnto mee, then all the treafures of the 
earth. I will leaue without any griefe at all, 
vnto 3rour Maieftie the Liuings 3rou haue be* 
(lowed on me, without making any other re- 
queft in this refpe£l, but onely to befeedi you 
moft humbly not to fuflTer that mine enemies 

namdy 
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namely thofe who haue plaied mee no fmall 
bad prankes about you, (hould be put in pof- 
feiTion and inuefled with my fpoyles: neither 
to fufTer them to finde tlieir happiness through 
the lofTe of mine owne good Fortune, nor 
that they may haue caufe to ere£l them glori- 
ous Trophees of mine vndeferued ouerthrow: 
for that (only) and only that alone, would be 
the greateft aduerfitie, that lofTe of wealth 
or goods might bring vnto me. 

See then my (gracious Lord) the account 
I make of riches. But of your gracious Fa- 
uours I haue in fuch ample wife promifed 
my felfe the eternitie thereof, and haue taken 
fuch a Habit in the poiTedion of the fame, 
that this Cuflome is turned into a naturall Or- 
der. I cannot draw breath, but witli the, & my 
life hath no mouing but their influence: that 
day wherein they fliall bee taken from mee, 
(hall be the laft of my life, and the feparation 
of them, cannot bee without the parting of 
my foule out of this body: which notwiUi- 
ftanding I will holde for very fortunate, to 

haue 
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haue fo honorable a fubied, and will not a 
little glorie to haue fo long and wdl lined; 
that I haue been thought worthie the friend* 
fliip of fo great and mightie a Uonaidi, wlw 
hath fo much eftcened tiiereoC as not to 
haue been able to hue without it 

One of the moft apparent fignes that joor 
Royall felfe gaue me of ytm rare AfieftioQ 
toward me is, in that )rou haue alwaies de^ 
fired to haue had me neere about jrou. Tliea 
I moft humbly befeech your Maieftie^ let me 
not (now) be baniflit far from you ; Banifli 
rather my Fortune then my Perfon, they ra- 
ther gape at it, than at my felfe; It is not at 
the youngeft Sonne of Valetta, fliat 
thefe fpiteful oppreflbrs doe feeke to take 
holde of, but it is on the Duke ITEfermoum. 
and to his princely greatnes: they are rather 
enemies of the EfleAs, than of the Caufe^ and 
defire rather the poflreflions than the abfence 
of the PoflTcflTor. Sufler not then (deare Soue- 
raigne) this his forced withdrawing, whom 
you haue fo greatly loued, and change not 

your 
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your royall countenance from him at this 
time, with ill fortune. 

Notwithftanding (moft gracious Prince) 
if of my being far off, dependes the reft: and 
quietnes of your poore people, and the exe- 
cution of your Maiefties worthie will and 
pleafure, I will not gainefay it at all: rather 
would I bee as low vnder the earth, as you 
haue raifed mee on high in dignitie. Your 
commaundements herein, as in all other 
things, (hall bee my Counfellors: your will 
(hall be a law vnto me, and your defires my 
affeflions. It is more reafon that I (hould pe- 
rifti, then your Wil & Heads be vnaccompl- 
Ihed, feeing I was not raifed up, but by thofe 
meanes. 

I praife God, for that he hath left me one 
comfort in this my luckles defafter: that is, to 
know my ill hap, and not my fault, my hard 
fortune, and not my King, my Enuious and 
not my iuft Enemies doe feeke this my fall. 
My iuft behauiour hath not any way caufed 
it, and therefore it will not leaue mee any 

place 
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place of repentance, for my foule is free from 
all fcruple and doubt, and my vpright intenti- 
ons of all offences towards your Maieftie. 
Befides this, I haue placed the friendlhip 
wherewith it hath pleafed you to honour me^ 
in a perfe£l heart, not tainted at all. I call 
thereof to witnes, the Diuinitie of your excel- 
lent Spirit, which neuer deceiueth it felfe 
in the knowledge of his owne. Amongft 
which in defpight of the rage of his enemies 
(who are almoft in defpaire) I will ap- 
peare in loyall fincereneflfe of zeale, and 
in dutiful! obedience, as the Sunne amidft the 
Starres, and I will make it to be feene, that the 
jeloufie of my peftilent SIaunderers» is a 
meere iniurie of time, and my life a fplendant 
light of your Kingdome. Neyther call I to 
minde thefe matters, for that I feare you fu- 
fpe£l mee of horrible ingratitude or beaftly 
foigetfulnes. The rare manner wherewith 
you haue bound mee vnto you, was fuch as 
could not come from a rude Scythian^ but 
from a moft magnanimous King, who hath 

reftored 
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reilored a wofull heart cruelly wounded, to 
happie life, being therefore obliged vnto his 
princely Throne for ever. So that my Afti- 
ons hereafter, and not my wordes at this pre- 
fent time, (hall anfwere for my continuall loy- 
altie. I will euermore haue in memorie the li- 
beralitie of my Prince, as a pafling pleafmg 
witneffe of the honorable affeflion hee hath 
borne me, and will repute that day accurfed, 
wherein I fhall not thinke of the happineflfe 
he hath done vnto me; being not able as now 
to doe him any other duetie. 

Then (my fweete Soueraigne) honour me 
I befeech you alwayes with your Commaun- 
dements; it (hall be a kinde of comfort vnto 
mee, to bee euer employed in your Princely 
Seruice. Adiew, my good Lord, adiew: the 
greateft good I pofleiTe in this life, is, the hap- 
pie thought of your gracious Fauour. I be- 
feech you, ftill to preferue me therein, and to 
beleeue that neuer (oule feperated it felfe 
from a goodly bodie, with greater grief then 
EPemoun now hath, in being diuided from 
your Maiefty: and not a little do I complaine, 
for that Fortune hath no other meanes to beat 
K mee 
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mm dowoe^ tbai iq dcpraii^g nice of jrow 
MUe ffdtee^ tefc ftft as ft fadi dom 
Bit fittM k plnAd God Md yow 

Maiesite, \ fhoiildc wftbdnwe fsy fiife fnoni 
]roit» I befifiech Us goodnefTc^ Usit ttee maj 
mttdM vdck jm «i gr^ ioy^ as ia ptiliaf 

anger : that it xttMf pleafe Ms bdjjr fpirii to aoo- 
dii& and fM0ur yoo to bit ia yoor 

that jfOiff Good watf ba as faahfi iB y 
as I aMdd dafisa to fee amiMdted 

the Fatiorers of tile trotiUes of >'oyr Kealmct 
ftod tbe iuft ptialfliioait doa vsto tlaoiit for 



to Aa gMe of Oodl ^ eo- 

cucafc: of j'our Maieriiei Royalttev the bealtb 
of your People & Ilia cootaotiMSt of tout 
ano FfiBcatjr ueuica* 



lean Louis de Nogaret 
Duke nE pir m mn , 

FINIS. 




NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 



of title-page— This stanza appears also in Toftc's Orlando Inamorata 
(1598). 

Page 3, *Afi/lreffe Anne Herm^ — see our Introduction on this lady ; st. I, I. 4, 
*frj/?i/*= weakened, or query, the Poet's 'fine madness^ \ st 
2, '.^airi^m//!^/*^ bankrupts. Nares, s,v, (verb), quotes Byron's 
Conspiracy (by Chapman not by Thorpe as he says, who was 
merely the publisher). 

" He that wins empire with the loss of faithe 
Outbies it, and will bankro$a** (act iv). 
St. 3, 1. 2, *noueir=^ new. So p. 120, st 2, 1. 5. So Shake- 
speare (sonnets 123, 3), 'nothing tiovel*; L 3, *remcr/e*^ pity 
— cf 1. 6. 

„ 4, 1. 4, 'flint*— stop or cause to cease. Cf. Romeo and Juliet, act i, sc. 3, 
'it stinted and said Ay.' See 11. 45, 49, 58, 59 — read 'ncre- 
dying*; I. 6, *Chriftall Brooke* — the maiden name of Mrs. 
Heme was 'Brooke.* See dedication, p. 5, to her father. 

„ 5, '.Sir Calijlhi9us Brooke* — see our Introduction on this odd Christian- 
named 'knight*; st i, 1. 4, *Surfuedrie*^ pride, ostentation; 
1. 5, ^Coroneir — "The original Spanish word ioxcoloneL This 
fully accounts for the modern pronunciation of the latter word, 
curnel.** 

"Afterwards their coronell, named Don Sebastian, came 
forth to intreat that they might part with their armes like 
souldicrs** (Spenser*s State of Ireland). "He brought the 
name of coronet to town, as some did formerly to the suburbs, 
that of lieutenant or captain'* (Flecknoe's Enigm, Charcuters), 
That is, as a good travelling name, for disguise. Our early 
dictionaries also give coronet for colonel. (Nares, s.v.) So 
'coronich* for 'cornice,* The double spelling (then used) 
is thus accounted for, 'Coroncl* Sp., 'Coloncllo* *Ital.; st. 2, 
1. 4, *Pitie and Remorfe* — really equivalent words, and the 
second simply r.^.; 1. 5, 'A>r/fj*= Irish foot-soldiers, poor 
and savage. Cf. Richard II,, act ii, sc. I, and Macbeth, act i, 
sc. 3; It 3, 1. 3, *;f^/^*= ennoblest; L 4, 'Palnie-rifing 
Fame* — meaning straight and lofty as a palm, or against all 
difficulties as the weighted palm-tree (a favorite contemporary 
metaphor) rise snp the more it is sought to be kept down ; also 
a sub-allusion to the 'palm of victory; L 6, 'Minion* Fr. 
mignou = favorite — later, deteriorated into a bad beiise. 
*> 6» 1- 5f *louely Face*'^iet Introduction on this as applied to a male in 
relation to Shakespeare & Sonnets. 
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annoy ; the ' R. A.* is also unknown, unless Robert Allott — 
certainly not Armin. 
Page 17, St. I, 1. I, •/Vf:^'3r*=» porpoise; L 6, V|^ifM//'= deprived of life. 

So Chapman (Odyss^ xxii), "Tolemachus dislived Amphi* 
medon"; ilnJ,, ^vnharUd^ — similarly deprived of heart ; st. 2, 
11. 5-6, *j^round^ — a play on the two meanings of the word 
'ground/ the musical sense in which it is opposed to 'descant,' 
and the common sense ; tt. 3, 1. 2, ^meftfulV^^ sorrowfull, as 
onward ; st, 4, 1, 3, *^[<y2r]'— here and elsewhere, where the 
unique exemplar is slightly imperfect, the lacuna are filled in ; 
L 5, misprint for 'in.' 
18, heading, *Alba Crudilijfima^ — here and elsewhere misprinted in the 
original 'Alia'; st i, 1. 1, read * deare-bought^ \ st. 4, 1. 3, 
[And whom] — Mr. Swinburne suggests [Yet me]; 1. 4, Uoo 
too '— note this contemporaneous and later frequent reduplica- 
tion. So also p. 21, st 2, 1. 2, d alibi \ L 5, [Alas] — again 
Mr. Swinburne suggests, [For all] . . . and 1. 6, [Do bu]t . . ., 
all self-evidently superior readings; last line, * Trotnouantf* 
i.f.t dated from London. 

M 20, st I, L 2, '^/Yffk/j'= fire-brands or torches; st. 2, 1. 4, '/«¥//'= 
sweat — so swelter ; st. 4, 1. 3, ' »iick '= much, r./r. ; last line, 
* Mirth is tttrnde to Afom* — another commonplace of con- 
temporary phrasing. See Introduction. 
21, st 2, 1. 3, * mickle* = tumkXl 

„ 22, St. I, I 2, read, ' I like mine Alba's angel's heauenly feature^ ^ per- 
son; L 3, 'C<?/y^'= Corpus; st 2, 1. 4, '^ SdainfuW ^ 9. 
disdainfiill So frequenter. See Introduction. 

„ 23, St. 2, 1. 3, * Feature* = person, as before; st 3, L 2, * Counterfate* =^ 
counterfeit Cf. p. 17, st 3, L 3. So Shakespeare, "fair 
Portia's counterfeit** (Merchant of Venice^ act iii, sc. 2), "sleep 
Death's counterfeit** (Macbeth^ act ii, sc. 3), and counterfeit 
presentment" (Hamlet^ iii, 4); last line, *Pano* — dated thence 
— see Introduction. 

„ 24, st I — this would indicate that 'Alba' was that most dangerous of 
animals, a young widow — who had given birth to a posthumous 
child ; for else Tofte never could have ' wooed ' her as he (still) 
does in his poem. 

25, st I, L 3, 'traine*=a entice or draw in. Sir Richard Baker, in his 
epistle-dedicatory of his Apologie for Lay-Mens fVriting in 
Divinity (1641), having designated his little book a 'tract,' 
thus continues — "I mayjustly cal it a tract, stting / have beene 
drawn to write it, as it were by violence, least I should yeeld 
myselfe guilty of prophane presumption, for writing in aigtt- 
ments of Divinity, being but a Layman." This is a noticeable 
illustration of the word in relation to 'track,' 'train,' &c, &c.; 
5t. 3, 1. 3, *For thee into this world I willing came* — an 
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St 3, 1. 3, 'm^m^/'s the occasion; st 4, 1. I, 'taUetk for his 

Booki*== claims benefit of clergy. 
Pag« 36, St 3, 1. 3, *(my /A/ifAv)*= me>thinks, as before; I 5, 'vncouth*^ 

strange ; st 4, 1. 3, 'dijliu'd* — see note 00 p. 17, st i, 1. 6. 
„ 37, st 2, L 4, */A«r'= Vlctorle and Pomp; last line — dated 'Roma.' 

On p. 37 see Introduction. 
f» 38» st I, L I, '^//f/]^*= juniper; st. 2, 1. 5, Mr. Swinburne snggests to 

read — 

' Shall (though it now sanns blemish be or Staine)' 
—certainly better ; L 6, *CKfts'^ defts. 
» 39. st I, I 3, 'hugie'i L 4, 'glifteringj* So Spenser's iVw/*<i/.— 

** Hot Titan's beames, which then did giyster fiiyre " 
1. 6» 'vaftU.* Cf. p. 40, st I, L 6, * w/y'— as before, Tofte 
affects these forms; st. a, 1. 3, 'Idea — as in Drayton, Daniel, 
&c; st 3, L 5, read 'Acanthus-like'; st 4f 1« 5> read 'Globe- 
like world'; last line» dated again from 'Fano.' 
„ 40^ st 3, 1. I, 'i^/iTW '» willow — still in use both in England and 
Scotland ; st. 3, 1. 6, * fritted matted. Thb is earlier than 
Nares's example from Fairfax's Tass^ : 

" His filtered locks that on his bosom fell 
On rugged mountains briers' and thorns' resemble." 
So Chapman, ' a yi//rA/ ram ' (Hiad^ iii, 219). 
„ 41, st I, L 4, *Dettay*= denial 
„ 42, st 4, 1. 5, 'har0ldife*=i heraldize or proclaim, 
f > 43» st I, L 3, ' Tortors '= tortures. 

44, st 4, L 4, 'Though not,' &c Cf. 'Flectere si nequeo Superos, 
Acheronta movebo' {Virgil , Aeneid 7, 312). 
„ 45, st I, L 6, 'A^(^'« annoy, as before ; st 4, 1. 6, 'leffe*= unless. 
„ 46, St. 3 — see Introduction. 

9» 47» st a, 1. I — a proverbial saying as is the prerious line 'Honi soit,' 
&c.; 1. 3, *kiy*== a hunting metaphor— he talks of bringing 
his foe to 'bay* or 'to an abbaie,' which is when the hunted 
one 'turns head' and the dogs 'bay' at him. Cf. p. 25, 
st 1, 1. 4 ; I 6, '/flfi&/'=s lack, but see Introduction. 

„ 48, st 3, L 5, 'War in that Towns 'b Warrington — but see Intro- 
duction ; st 4, 1. 4, '^^aw'=s Bean — wrongly spelled, and of 
wrong gender, but see Introduction. 

„ 51, st 2, 1. I, '/Aor^'s play the Pharisee who went to the Temple and 
thanked God he was not as other men ; st 3, L 6, 'vn/ifir'a 
impure — ' qb ' was a frequent prefix contemporaneously. See 
Notes and Illustrations to Robert Armin in this Series ; st. 3, 
1. 3, 'C<^'i-coat-of-anns. 

„ 5a, st a, L 3, 'vii^PM/4 'a strange, perplexing; st 3, L 4, 'Almis*^^ 
dissyllable. 

»> 53f «t I, I I, 'Venus Day Friday {dies Veneris); st 3, L 3, 'W- 
abide, or rather abode. 
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Pagt ^ tt a» L J, ^hamSa'^ dnrci awty or tones as in tlie ene of Usuits 
and now of Baixljr ; but lee iDtnxlactioo, as before, on Tofte*s 
ItalUniftOtt. 

1. 6^ 'mmt'— qttery mtspriat for 'eoer'T it 3, L 3, *Ex4rA* 
* persuaded to grant my prayer {ex^rmhu). 

tt ^^*^»ttt^*LavalMU* — a pecalkr espremon. Query « her moath 
generally, but her lipi in particnlar. 

M 57, St. I, 1. 5, -AW-, panel 

S9» tf 1- plot together ; rt. 3, L 6^ 'M7'« enjoy. 

M 61, St. 1, I 6^ *Di/m/e*=* nncannesa. 

63, St I, 1. 5, ««iW/<;rrr>'— another form that Tofte affscU ; st. a, L 6, 
'i^!^fW B diidainfo] ; st. 3, L a, pvnctoate crwn— before 
' sharper the conitnictioo b [the] iharper that they shcv, 
the fthrewder, &c ; L 5 « [to] seeke ; st 4, L 3, *mliawg*^ 
diflehng. 

M 64, St a, 1. 2, 'wiU*^ wiUed. 

6$, St t, 1. t, 'daiiiamce*^ deby ; st. 4, I $, *mU»i/tm*^ ilhnhre. 

,» 66, St. a — see Introdaction ; st 3, L a, *finm/img*'» enjoying aetenity, 
I./., in fancied lecnrity. Perhaps Tofte meant '1 
beauty was pUying the siren ; st 4, L 5, read * 1 

„ 67, It. a, 1. I, ' 0/pnttet**=* o»prcy or Tullurc. 

M 6S, st a, L I, V1^^*»esteem; L 6, yainr'aibeanty. So ^«fsiai<er in 

Lodge. 

M 69, St. 3, I I— eren with *peefeles*asatrisyUabletheliBe(likeoCken) 

is defective ; last line, dated * Mantua.* 
„ 70» St. I, L I, *h£gm'wm lie, recline; st a, L 5, 'CiUiE . . iLt'i-Caiill 
or Caryll - sec latrodnction ; st 3, L $, '/flsir*— Johnson de» 
fines it » to make a mean figure, to sneak, and quotes imier 
a.'tJf HiXmt*:i (ii, sc. 2): 

Vcl 1. a dull and muddy mettled rascal, pmk 
like John a-drcames," &c 
st.4,1.6,*Cji4m/»£*— seest a, L 5 and Introductioo. 
7a. 3. I. 4. -rw: -.v^'^r amaxemcnt; st. 3, L 3, •Qmsrnt'-- coin; 

St. 4, I. 2, ".S'l/r— /* here and elsewhere = soft — a nofthen 
(01 m? 

M 7.t »t. 4, t 3, 'CAV.Vf Cocytus. , 
M 74. *t I, L I, •M,wV-surT<»nded; L a, 'Cm-^riir = carnation? 

—a variant of 'camadiDc.' 
M 7$. st I. L I, •/^^WIwkr -kaDdketchirf; st 4. 6, Smflfy -as 

' sa<t * in iv *2. st 4. ^ ^ 
rt. 1. 1 I. 'mJ^ I eU»». a»k back; I. JJ. -I^,-* W/«-r Z-*r 
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= where fore, i.^., where before; st 2, 1. I, '/rp//w*= hollo 
or call. 

Page 80, It. 2, 1. 4, •Ztfwr^/' = poet laurel crowned; st 4, L 3, ^Jtratning 
. . ,/ighi*== nght-straining Beauties. 
„ 81, It 3, 1.6, */aiis*^bhe. 

M 82, St I, 1. 4, ' Corfies'=^ corrosives: 'n/S''— in the sense of common is 
still a northern word; st 4, 1. 2, ^Jhli'—OMX misprint for 
•fhalt* 

„ 85, st I, L I, *e<mr/e*^ccmxsit\ I. 4, '/in/'^ lain ; st 2, L I, * Meft- 
fuir= sorrowful, as before ; 1, 6, ' tcvW^^/ * = retchless, 
careless ; st. 4, * Tortoys*^ tortoise — we say the 'crab/ 
86, st 2, L 5, * induraiiMe* ^ harden; st 3, I. 6, ^ remor/e* =^ pXf \ last 
line, dated * Bumham* — on which see Introduction. 

„ 87, st 4, L 5, * Alcinoi dates* = halycon or peaceful. 

„ 88, St. 3, 1. 3, *pariure* = departure; 1. 4, ^Tent* = tenter or frame 
used by clothiers and dyeis for stretching cloth on, f>., his 
wits are racked. 

„ 91, st 1-4 — see Introduction. 

•> 94» st 4» 1- 5. *-^'= unless. 

M 95> st 2, 1. 4, 'a/^if^/r//if/* » at-one-ment, reconciliation; st. 4, 1. 6, 
• mmkle^=:^ muscle. 

„ 97, St. 2, 1. 4, ' left^ — probable misprint for ' leffe '= unless, but see p. 94 ; 

1. 6, * Trull* ^ slattern, and worse, but used, r,gr, 
„ 98, st I, 1. I, assay ; 1. 2, *Corfe*= corpus, as before. 

>f 99» st 4, 1. I, * Molie*= the mole — ^but see Introduction ; 1. 3, *wood*=^ 

mad. 

„ loi, St. 4, 1. I— a proverbial saying; 1. 3, '^//i^/^iu' = delusions or 

illusions. Cf. on p. 65, st. 4, 1. 5. 
„ 102, st I, 1. 5, *Ctfrwi#a//*= carnival; st 4, L 5, '/V/nir>t*— see 

Introduction. 
„ 103, St. 4, L 4, • rrtc» •= pity. 

,, 104, St 1-3 — see on these important stanzas our Introduction ; st 2, 1. i. 

Vide Pliny ii, 55 — not the olive, but the laurel is usually sup* 
posed to be exempted from lightning; st. i, 1. i, ' Tawny and 
Black* ^moMmmg colours. 

„ 107, st 3, 1. 3, •^<wwM* = room — why *th' is added editor knoweth 
not ; but it is not uncommon in authors of the time. 

„ III, St. 4, 1. 3, *vade*= fade ; 1. 5, *Nifiami€*=» an anatomy, skeleton. 
116, st I, 1. 3, *raim*=i rein. 

„ 117, title page^ *Dhnne Poems * — probably a number of shorter ' occasional ' 
pieces are here given as one poem ; at any rate only the one 
poem is in the volume. He continues religously in this poem 
(or poems) what he has sung ' vainly ' in Al^ 

„ 119, St. I, I 4, 'eondoU*^ mourn or lament? but a somewhat odd use of 
the word; L 5, '>bf^tt>^;a(|f]f'*= acknowledge ; st. 3, 1. 5, 'rue* 
« pity, as before. 




PrinUd by Charhs E. Simms, King Street, Manchester, 
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XXXI. ROBERT TOFTE. 

IntrodnctioD I. i., 1. 7, for * mouth* read *m<mth*\ p. xxiv., ^ Dnahsuh^ *» 

husband, read backward. 
Page 13, 1. 3, ^alongft* — to be noted. Cf. 94, I 6. 

„ 44, 1. I, ^withouieft,* and 60, 1. i ; p. 80, 1. 7, ibid, 

,y 62, 1. 10 (from bottom), ' Yearbes"* — noticeable old spelling— pronuncia- 
tion still, dialectically. 

„ 88, L 13, ^pojle alone '= all alone. 

,, 107, 1. 9 (from foot), * Koomth * — good old word. 

„ no, St. i. 1. 3 — qu. '/etjl'^. 

f> II9» I- 3f Vt^wwr///*-*— Shakespearean word. 
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